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PREFACE. 



JL HAVE already been afked fo often, why, contrary 
to the ufuttl cuftom, I publifli this Tragedy previous to 
its performance, that I think it as well tp publilh alfo 
myreafons.' 

In the firft place, when my Drama of'" Addmorn 
the Outlaw '* was played at Drury-Jiane, fo many wilful 
ihifreprefentations of it were made between the periods 
of its being performed, and of its being -primed, that I 
refolved in future to take this method of depriving my 
cenfurers of the plea of in'OQluntary mifiaking. I print 
my Play for the fame purpofe, that advertifements are 
fometimes infefted in the Gazette—" In order that 
none may /r^/^wrf ignorance /'—To the aflertion, that 
my Play is Jtupidy I have*nothing to objedJ ; if it be 
found fo, even let it fo be faid: but if (as was moft 
falfely aflerted of AJelmorn) any anonymous writer 
fliould advance that this Tragedy is immoraly I expe£l 
him to prove hia aflertion by quoting the objeflionabie 
paflagcs. This I demand as an a£l oi jitftice : as a 
matter oi favour perhaps I might r^qt^eft my ccn- 
furcjrs to fpeak of my Play as it is, and 

" Nothing extenuate, 
Nor aught fet down in-roalicc.'" 

A 2 Bitt 
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IV PRBFACB. 

But tlus is a requeft which experience fprbids my 
makings knowing g^rf^lf well tl^t \t would not be 
complied with.— -In faying this, I muft beg to be un* 
derftood as alluding only to prejudiced individuals, not 
as meaning to exprefs any difiatisfafbion refpeding the 
public in general. On the contrary, the reception of 
my produ6Hons has been always equal, fometimes far 
fitperior^ to die merits of fuci, tri^eSj* 

In the fecondpl^e,, I pubHQi my Play previo^a {p it| 
reprefentation,becaufe I have very great doubts, lyh^th^ 
I even an excellent Tragedy, if written in blank verfe, 
i would l^icceedoA the S^ge ^ pr^fe^t : ^ CoiMtie | do 
not flatter myself that xgik}fi wUli ands aitei: th^ cob) 
recepttoa of Dt Montfori, \ gm ^pt vain ci^M^gh to e V 
pe£i: that Ay^onfi wiUl mo^t ^th a Icind 0|ie. I t;her^ 
fore rather wKh this ^x^^Q^v^k to he oo9^c}e^e4 as: ft 
dran^aticpoem^ or (if that \>^ too lofty a cVigi^er fqs^ 
it) as a (hort novel in dialogue, divi4^ i^^ ^^% in«> 
Head of chapters. Xn writing it, \ h^ifC J^;^K;red ap 
pains. I now give it ta th^ pubUc>. no|: s^ s| g^^ Flf^y> 
but as the heft thai; I c^n pi^QidHce : Vei^y ppipjb); npb?^ 
could write, a worjs Tcag^dy ; ^t i|t is a m^i^phply 
truth, that / (j^anot wrilie a iefter. 

When this Plaf was Apwn to Mr. HARBii, I inCoraated 
him of my poCtive determiaatipn to ^ublifli, it pre- 
vious to its^ performance. He accepted it under ihftt 
condition, and in a m^ner the moft Mattering : he oqIjf 
objedied (and that, all things confidered, very properly) 
to the catailrof he, as being calculated rathet to excite 
' 3^ ^ hprrpr. 



lM»rrc|gr Hxm pjl^, and thwreforc ais unfit for piAlid 't«- 
pfffeQtfi^/^nr in the i^grfarmamxt theigfogei tte^cn- 
clufioti will be totally difFerent from that of tlie pvktf 
liflied Play ; and (though according to my own opinion 
it does not tally fo well with Or{mo^t cbara<aer) 1 ac« 
knowledge) AsA of the^ two, the iww cataftmphe fbems 
to me the bflft cakulateifor* the Stage, The fcvcral 
chara^ers are diftribufed varymiich to mf fatisfac- 
tion» If my Play feils, I am perfuaded it will beeither 
ffQin. ^ malignity of Cadiotn> w from it^ own de- 
merits, not from any deficiency in the abilities of the 
Performers. 



R^fp^Qiing the ^lot, I have to confefe that thejitu- 
ation at the end of the Second A£b was fjiggefted by 
the wefl-kflowa ajn<?cdpte of, Charlemagne ?ui4 his 
daughter Emma. It feems more likely to have been 
fuggefted by the ftory of Sigifmunda and Guifcardo; 
•vrronly the fa£t happen » tp be oiiepwite^— 4n the year 
13^45, dating the reJgn of Alfwfo the XUh^ <f«r- 
named the Wife, a»d fjjitik^ qi Pedro the .Csuel ;) the 

4Jege .o£ AJgefiriw took fir^^^ at which the feft ufe of 
guxipowdef ig did itio havQ^ been made -^Nthbi^ thi$.<mly 
biftorieal ime^dote. whi<:hl hay<e em^lo}|ld: as i» the 
r«fl/'charafikeTof Alfonfo the XIth,I muftowaoi thai 
itntx mote refembiee that of i«y*Alfo»fQ thc: iJKItbt 
thaa it does John the PftJ»*eie'$, <« Peter die WUd Boy's. 
^ d0 not myiilf think, thati ^i$ d4^d?t]»re fcoot 

Kiftory is a matter q£ «^yr o^fequence j bui^jhi^y wbQ 
dO). will probaM|r con^der it as a, radical tided, in.tbp 
compofitiop. 

Here 



Hare attd^thcrc I have dete£led feme trifling pla* 
giarifmS) ratHcr of expreffion than of fcntimcnt, fach 
^as the following : 

" f^ Now, yc Stars, . 

•• Shed dews celeffial from your golden vials 
*« On that dear gracioua head !*' JM IIL 

^' You Gods, look down, 

** And from your facred vials pour your graces 

•« Upon my daughter's head !'* [ Winter^s TaU.^ 



« I'll blaft him with a look !'* Aa I. 

^* Would that thefe eyes had Heaven's own light* 

" ning, 
« That with a look thus I might blaft tjiee !" 

[Game/ter.'] 

There are a few others of the fame, kind, but fo 
trifling as tp be not worth altering, and fcarce worth 
mentioning. However, thould this Play bc.thougt 
^vorthy of a fecond edition, I fliall moft confcientioufly 
refund every fyllable #Mch is not ftriftly my own, 
and fliall thihl myfelf obliged to anyperfon, who will 
take the trouble of pointing out any plagiarifm of 
which'T may hot be aware. At prefent it would be 
ridiculous in me to take the pains of giving; back, what 
nobody would think it wqrth while to receive.-— •! 
Ihall,* however, jiift mention, that I fuJpeB (but am , 
not certain) that fome ill*natured author has ! taken 
advantage of being able to publifh J>efore I was born^ 
to order to compofc the following lin^s before me* 

« What 



PKEFACE. V2 

«* What can Ottilia alk, and I deny ? M I. 
" If to forgive be iSn^ 

•* How deeply then muft Heaven have finned to 
'' man !" ^J? IIL 

Who firft wrote the above lines, I fuppofe their 
authors know : if /did noty I am ignorant who diiL 

There are two paflages in this Tragedy, which lam 
confcious might have been liable to mifreprefentation ; 
but with fuch authorities as I (hall give for the propriety 
of the fentiments> that Critic will be a bold man 
who (hall venture to attack tl^ir^moralitj. Into the 
bargain both pajBages will be omitted in the repre« 
fentation. 

Dec* 12, 1801. M. G. LEWIS- 



DRAMATIS PIRSONJE. 

Ah^otfiBO XL 

Orsiho. 

Cms Asio* 

Father Bazil. , 

HENRiaiTEZ. 
. J^ELCHIOR. 

RlCARDO. * 

Gomez. 
Marcos. 

I*UCtQ. 

Firft Citizen. 
SecQjQd Citizen. 
"t'mrs, Soldiers, Citizens, Cbnfpirators^ Sffr. 

Amelrosa. 
Ottilia: 
Estella; 
Inis. 
Nans^ and Female Attendants on Anjclrofa. 



Tht Scene lies in Burgos (the Capital of Old Caftile), 
and m the adjoining Foreft. 

The Aftion is fuppofed to pafs in .the Year 1345. 



ERRATA. 

P 7, USt Unc but one— read— It muft not U Hark foodkps I 

P-. 8, line 23— read— My life. 

P. 9, line z— read— /'ll hence. 

P. I2y lire 7 — read — //6r only chain. 

P. 18, line I — read — Protedt my people^ t^en {torn mc 

P. 43 > line 1 6— read— /had not. 

F. 44> line 22 — ^read — For fo my foul dotes on thee. 

But to fttfpedl thee rach each nerve. 
p. 53, line 28 — ^Omit the note of admiration. 
P. 57, line 18— for — Orfmo't^e melt — ^read — Orfino melt. 
p. "64, line 19— for— will gixaranty — read— will guarantee. 
P. 74, line 12— after— Alai? — Omit the note of interrogation. 
P. 75— bcfollthe firft fpeech after— Enter Ottilia— infert Ottilia. 
P. -90, line 2 r — afccr thanksi place a note of admiration. 
P. 92, line 9 — after r—kindnefSy place a comma. 
P. 105, liftcf— forrc^uium— read^-rcquica. 



ALFONSO, 

KING OF CASTILE- 



ACf I. 
SCENE I. 

OTTILIA inters in a night drefs : her hair flows di/kevelled. 

OTTILIA. 

J-ZEWSofthc morn, dcfcend! Breathe, fummer.galc«, 
JMy fluflicd cheeks woo ye ! Play, fweet wantons, play 
'Mid my loofe trefles, fan my panting bread, 
Quench my blood's burning fever! — ^Vain, vain prayer ! 
Not Winter, throned 'midft Alpine fnows, whofewill 
Can with one breath, one touch, congeal whole realms* 
And hlanch whole feas i not that fiend's felf could eafe 
This heart, this gulph of flames, this purple kingdom. 
Where paffion rules and rages !— Oh ! my foul ! 
Cxfario, my Caefario! — {^A pattfe^ during which /be feemt 
buried in thought — the clock Jiriles four ^ 
- Hark!— Ah me! 
f s 't ftill fo early ? Will 't be ftiU fo long, 
Ere my love comes? Oh ! ^ccd, y^ pitying hours, 

B • Your 



g: -,. . -.- : : : ^ " ALFONSO : Act I. 

'-' -YdttP'ffight," -tiH-miaiday brings Cxfario back 5 
Then, if ye lift, reft your kind wings for ever ! 

Enter LUCio. 

ttrcio. 
*Tis paft the hour I I fear I fliall be chid, 
For lo ! the fun already darts his rays 
Athwart the garden-paths. 

OTTILIA* 

How ftill ! how tranquil ! 
All refts, except Ottilia ! I'll regain 
The hateful couch, where (till my hufband fleeps : 
Ere long he fkeps for ever ! — Ha ! why ftdals 
Yon boy ;• Amazement ! Domjf eyes deceive me 2 . 

l^ucio. 
Hift! hift! Eftella? 

ESTELLA. iJppearing on tie terrace of tie palace.^ 

Lucio? 

* LUCIO. 

^ye, the fame* 

ESTELLA. 

Good ! good ! 

LUCIO. 

But pray you bid him fpeed. So loud 
His black Arabian fnorts, and paws the earth, 
I fear he '11 wake the guarcis. 

ESTELLA, . 

Farewell, r llwarn him. " [Efceunt feverallj. 

OTTILIA. [Alone ^l 
•Twas Lucio, fure !... .What buCnef8k..Ah, how ready 
Is Fear to whifper what Love hates to hear ! 

[£fteUa and Csefario appear en the terraecn'] 

Sec! 



Act L a TRAGEDY. 3 

Sec ! fee ! Again Eftelk comes— ^nd with her • • . • 
Shame and defpaif ! Bufft from your focketSi eyesy 
Since ye dare fliow me this ! — ^^Tis he ! *Tis he ! 
Caefario ! On my foul, Csefario'8 felF - 
He bids farewell ! — He waves a glittering fcarf, 
A gift of love, no doubt !— Now to hi^ lips 
He glues it 1-r-Bliftered be thofe lips, C^efario, 
Which have fo oft fworn faith to me ! — She goes ... 
Egyptian plagues go with her ! * [Exit EfteUa. 

C2BSARIO. [Looking back at the palace.'] 
Yet one look. 
One grateful Ueffing for this night of rapture ; 
Then, fhrine of my fouFs idol ! ^fket, holing 
My heart's moft precious gem, awhile farewell ! 
But, wheii my foot next bends thy floors, expefk 
No more this cautious gait, thiis voice fubdued I 
Proud and cfre£l, with manly fteps and ftrong, 
I '11 come a Conqueror and a King, to lead 
With fccptred hand forth from her bower my bride, 
And bid Caftile adore her, like Caefario. 
farewell, once more farewell ! . 

OTTILIA. [Advancing.^ 
I '11 crofs his path. 
And Wft him with a look. 

CJBSARIO. 

Ottilia? 

OTTILIA. 

What ? 
Am I then grown fo hideous that my fight 
Withers the rofes on a warrior's cheeks. 
And makes his fteps recoil ? In Moori(h battles 

B 2 , He 



4 ALFONSO: Act t 

He gazed undaunted on Death's frightful form, 
But (brinks to view a monfter like Ottilia. 

Cpnfufion ! Should her rage alarm the guards 

OTTILIA. 

Or do I wrong myfelf ? Is diil^my form 
Unchanged, but not thy faiths Speak, traitor, fpcak! 

C^SARlO. 

I own, moil dear Ottilia . • . • 

OTTILU. 

Hark ! He owns it I 
Hear, Earth and Heaven, he owns it 1 No excufe ! 
No varniAi I No difguife I-t-He will not (loop 
To ufe diffembling with a wretch he fcorns. 
Nor thinks it worth bis pains to fool o^ further ! 
Proceed, brave fir, proceed! In trivial (train 
Tell me, how light arc lovers* oaths, how fond 
Youth's heart of change, how quick love comes slnd flics j 
And own, that yours for me is flown for ever. 
Then with indifference aflc a' parting kifs, 
Hope we fiiall ftill be friends, profefs efteem. 
Thank me /or favours paft, and coldly leave me. 

cjjsAHio. l^de.2 
How (hall I hu(h this (torm ? 

OTTILIA. 

Oh! fool, fool, fool! ' 
I thought him abfent j thought mid-day would bring 
My hero back, and pafs'd this flecplefs night 
In prayers, and fighs, and vows for his return j 
WbU? fgorned all oathsj forgot all faith, all honour, 

Clafpcd 



Act I. A TRAGEDY. $ 

Clafpedin Eftella^s wanton arms he lay. 

And mock'd the poor, undone, deceiv'd Ottilia! 

C^SARIO. 

. Eftella ?— [//S|//i ^^^] Bleftmiftake! 

OTTILIA. 

What, didft thou hopet 
My rivars name unknown ? Oh ! well I know it i 
E ftella ! (Surfed Eftella ! Still 1 11 Oirick it 
Piercing^'kiid loud, till Earth, and Air, and Ocean^ 
' Ring with her name, thy guilt, and piy defpair. 

CASARIO. 

And need thy words, Ottilia, blame my falfehood ? 
Oh ! in each feature of thy beauteous face 
I blufh to read reproaches far more keen. 
Thofe glittering eyes, though now with lightnings armed> 
Which erft were ufed to pour on bleft Csefario 
Kind looks, and fondeft fmiles, and tears of rapture; 
That voice, by Wrath untuned, once only breathing 
Soilhds, like the ringdove's, amorous, foftand fweet ; 
That fnowy breaft, now fwelled by ftorms of paflion. 
But which in happier days by love was heaved, 
By love for me! — ^The leaft of thefe, Ottilia, 
Gives to my heart a deeper ftab than all 
ITiy words could do, were every word a dagger. 

OTTILIA. 

Thou prince of hypocrites ! 

CiBSARIO» 

Think'ft thou I flatter ? 
Then truft ihjkli'-^leadingherU afiuntain.J 
View on this watery njirror 

Thino 



fr. ACF0N60; ActI. 

Thine angel-form refle£ted — ^Lovely {hade> 
Bid this indignant fair coofefs, how vain 
Eftella's charms were to contend with thine ! 
And yet— oh ! madT]aan-*-at EfteUa's feet 
Breathing my vows, diefe eyes forgot, thefe lips 

Than rofrs fwectcr, redder Oh ! I 'H gaze 

Nomore^ for gazing I deteft myfelf. 

OTTILIA. 

This fubtle fnake, how windjs he round my heas t ! 
Oh I didft thou fpcak (incerely . . • • . I 

cjesARio. 
At thy feet. 
Adored Ottilia ! \% I kneel repentant. 
Couldft thou forgiyc " ■■ Vain man, it muft not be» 
Forgtvt^ the fool, who jR>r a lamp's dull gleamingf 
Scom'd the fun's noon^tide fplendour iiorz pcbUe 
Who ^ve a diamond worth a moaaarch's lanfiom ? 
No, no^ thou canft not. 

OTTILIA. 

Caftnot ? Oh Caefario, 
Thou loy'ft no longer, or thou ne^er couldft doubt 
I can, I muft forgive thee \'-^[faIIirig on his hfoni]^. 

CfiSARIO. 

Beft Ottilia, 
No feraph'« fong e'er bore a fweeter found 
Breathed in the ear of fome expiring faint, 
Than pardon from thy lips. 

OTTILIA- [Embracing hittt.'[ 
Thofe lips again 
Thus fcal it !— -Yet to prove thy faith, I aft ... . 

CJE8ARI0. 



Act I- ATRAGE&Y, 7 

CiBSARm. 

-. What can Ottflta aft, and I deny ? 

OTTILIA. 

The fcarf yott wear 

CJB8ARI0. IStarting.J 
^ Ottilia! 

OTTILIA. 

WcUIkiiow 
It was EftcUa's gift. 1*11 therefore wear it. 
And with her jealous pangs repay my own* 
Give me that fcarf. 

And ean Ottilia wifh 
So meaa a trmmph ? 

OTTILIA^ 

Hal Beware, C«fario ! 
My foot is on thy neck, and fhould I find 
Thy head a fnake's, 111 crufli it ! Quick ! the fcatf ! 
Am I refufed ? 

CiESARIO. 

Ottilia* be perfuaded : 
More aobly ufe thy power. 

OTTILIA* [Suffoc^ed with ra£i.'] 
Thefcarf! thefcarf!' 

C-ESARIO. 

I value not the toy^ nor her who gave it. 
nisen* wherefore triumph o'er a fallen foe? 
It muft not.U . Harki ! footfteps- !— Sweet, farcWfiJl I 
Ere night wc meet again,— {Go/'/Tf.] 

* * 0TT1L1A. 



i ALFONSO: Act I. 

OTTILIA. 

Yes, go, perfidious ! 
But know, ere night thy head fhall grace the fcafioM ! 

CJESARio. [Rcturmng.l 
Said'ftthou ? 

OTTILIA. 

Laft night my hu{band'$ dreams revealed 
A (ecret -••••• 

CiESARio. [Starting*'] 
HoW? thy hyfband ? Marquis Guzman ? 

OTTILIA. 

He fpoke of plots^-of foldiers bribM ..... 
IJooking found m^rioujlyy and pointing te the lower part 
' of the palace,'] 

(^ Of vaults 

' Bcncatli the royal chamber .... .Wherefore tell I 
To thee a tale thou know*ft thyfelf full well ? 
I'll teU it to the King IGoing.] 

cfSARIO. 

Ottilia, ftay J i 

OTTILIA. 

Jhcfcarf 

CiBSARio. [Oivingh.] 

^is thine ! — ^M / life is in thy hands 

Be fecret, and I live thy flave for ever. {^Epcit^ 

OTTILIA- XAlone.] 
*Tis plain ! 'tis plain ! Traitor, thou lov'ft her ftill ! 
Am I forfaken then ? Oh ibame, ihame) fiiame ! 
Forfaken too by ope, for whom laft night 
I dared a deed which ..... Ha ! the palace opens^ 

3 Axtd 



ActL a tragedy. . 9 

And lo 1 EftelU with the Princcfs comes. 

I *11 hence, but foon returning make my rival /f 

Feel what I fuffer now. Thus fell Mega-ra 1 ^' ^-A^ 

Tears from her heart one of thofe fhakes which gnaw it, 

'To throw upon fome wretch j &nd when it flings him. 

Wild laughs the fiend to fee his pangs, well knowing 

How keen thofe pangs are, fince (be feels thSe fame. 

[Exit. 

AMELROSA> ESTELLA, iKis, and Ladies^ appear on the 
terrace of the palace^ 

AMELROSA. 

Forth, forth, my friends ! the morn will blufli to hear 
Our tardy greeting Sdefcending^ Gently, winds, I pray ye. 
Breathe through this grove ; and thoii, all-radiant fun. 
Woo not thefe bowers beloved with kifs too fierce. 
Oh ! look, my ladies, how yon beauteous rofe, 
O'er-charged with dpw, behds its fair head to earth. 
Emblem of forrowing virtue! \to Inh\ Would 'ft thou 

break it ? , 

Sce'ft not its filken leaves are ftainM with tears ? 
Ever, my Inis, where thou find'ft thefe traces. 
Show thou moft kindnefs, moft refpeft. V 11 raife it, 
And bind it gently to its neighbour rofe ; 
So fliall it live, and ftill its blufhing bofom 
Yield the wild bee, its little love, rcpofe. - 

INIS. 

Its love ? Can flowers then love ? 

AMELROSA. . 

Oh ! what cannot ?, 
There 's nothjng lives, in air, on earth, in ocean, 

c But 



10 ALFONSO; Act I. 

But lives tb love ! for when the Gr^at Unknown 
Parted the elements, and out of chaos 
Formed this fair world with one bleft blefRng word. 
That word was Lowe ! Angels, with golden clarion*. 
Prolonged in heavenly ftrain the heavenly found : 
The mountain-echoes caught u ; the four winds 
Spread it, rejoicing, o'er the world of waters ; 
And fince that hour, in foreft, or by fountain, • 
On hiil or moor, whatever be nature's fong, 
Lqve is her theme, Love ! unive^fol Love ! 

ESTELLA. ' 

See, lady, where the King 

AliELROSA, 

r hafte to meet him, 

[Ettter JLLYo^sOy and Jtiendnnis. 

AMELROSA. [Kneeling,'] 
My father! ray dear father; ! 

ALFONSOr 

* Heaven's bed dews 
Fall on thy beauteous head, my Amelrofa, 
And be each drop ableffing!— Cheered by morning- 
Fair fmile the (kies ; but nothing fmiles on mc^ 
Till I have feen thee Well, and know thee happy. 

^ AMELROSA. I 

And I were happy, if my eye^ perceived not 
Tears clouding thine. Oh ! what has power to grieve 

thee 
On this proud day, when rich in fpoils and glory 

C^fario 



AcTt A TRAGEDY.' 11 

Caefario brings thee back thy conquering troops, 
That brave young v^arrior ? Spite of Moorifli hofts. 
And all their new-found engines of 4eftru£lion, 
Sulphureous mines, and mouths of iron thunder, 
He forced their gates ! He leap'd their flaming gulphs ! 
Pale as their banner *d crefcent fled the Moors, 
And proudly ftreamed our flag o'er Algefiras ! 

ALFONSO. 

And with them fled ; • . . . Oh ! have I words to 
fpeakit ? 
Thy brother, Amelrofa ! 

AM^LRQSA. 

flow! my brother? 

ALFONSO. ^ 

Oh ! 'tis too true. He thinks I live too long, 
So joined the l^oors to hurl me from my throne, 
Guided their councils, fliarpened their refentment, 
And,, when they fled, fled with them. 

AMELROSA. 

Powers of mercy ! s 

Can there be hearts fo black ! 

ALFONSO. 

Poor wretched man, . 

Where fliall I turn me ? where, fii;ice luft of power 
Makes a fon faithlefs, find a friend that *s true ? 
Where fly for comfort - 

AMELROSA. ^ • , 

To this heart, lily father ! 
This heart, which, while it throbs, (hall throb to tove thc?< 
Stream thy dear eyes ? my hand-fliall dry thofc tears ; 

c 2 - AchcA 
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Aches thy poor head ? My bofom fliall fupport it ! 

And when thou flecp'ft, I '11 watch thy dreams, and pray 

— ** Changed be.to joy the forrow which afflifts 

'< My king, my father, and my foul's beft friend !" 

ALFONSO. 

My child ! my comfort ! — Yes, yes! here's the chain, 
rh only chain that binds me to exiftence— 
And fliould that bfeak too .... Should'ft thou e'er 

deceive me— 
Oh ! fliould'ftthou, Amelrofa 

AMELROSA. 

f 

Doubts my father ? 

ALFONSO. 

No, no !— Nay, droop not. By my foul, I think thee 
As free from guile, as yon blue vault from clouds^ 
And clear as rain-^drops ere they touch the earth ! 
Nor love I mean fufpicion :— where I give 
My heart, I give my faith, my whole firm faithj 
And hold it bafe to doubt the thing I value. 

AMELROSA. 

Then why thatywronging thought } 

ALFONSO. 

By fcaf 't^s prompted; 
By fear to lofe, but not by doubt to keep. 
And well my heart may fear. Think, think how keenly 
Ingratitude has wrung that trufting heart ! 
Think that my faithlefs fon but rends anew 
A wound fcarce fourteen years had healed. 

AMELROSA* 

Orfmo? 

ALFONSa 
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ALFONSO. s F'^* .>' 

He ! he ! that man .... Oh ! how I loved that man ! \ ,^ 
And yet that man betrayed me ! 

AMELROSA 

Is that certain ? 
Might not deception . . . ; Slander loves the Court, 
And flippery are the heights of royal favour. 
Who ftumbles, falls ; who falls, fiilds none to raife hinu 

ALFONSO. 

Nay, but I faw the writings; 'twas his hand. 
His very hand, nor dared he difavow it : 
For when I taxed him with his guilt, and (howed him 
His letters to the Moor, awhile he eyed me 
In fuUen filence, then contemptuous fmiled. 
And coldly bade me treat him as I lift* 
Arraigned, no plea excufed his dark offence ; 
Condemned to die, no word implored for pardon : 
But my heart pleaded ftronger than all words ! 
I faved his life, yet bade him live a prifoner 
Or clear himfelf from guilt, 

AMELROSA. 

And did he never 

ALFONSO, 

Without one word or look, one tear or figh. 
He turned away, and Client fought the dungeon, 
Where tlyree years fince he died .... Ah ! faid I, died ? 
No, no, he lives ! lives in my memory dill, 
Such as in youth's fond dreams my fancy formed him, 
Virtuous and brave, faithful, fincere, and juft ; 

My • 



/ 
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My friend ? my guide !— a phcenix among men ! 
How now ? What hafte brings fair Ottilia hither ? 

^Enter ottiLIA, wearing the fcarf. 

OTTILIA. 

Pardon, my Sovereign, that uncalled I come; 
* Toil fee a fuppliant from a dying man. 

ALFONSO. 

Lady, from whom ? * 

OTTILIA. 

My hufband, Marquis Guzman, 
Lies on the bed of death, and, ftung by confcience. 
By me unloads it of this fecret guilt !— 
Thofe traitor- fcrolls, which bore Orfmo's name .... 

ALFONSO. 

Say on, fay on ! 

OTTILIA^ 

» By Guzmaa'd hand were forged. 

ALJONSO. 

Forged ?— No, no, no ! Lady, it cannot be ! 
Unfay thy words, or ftab me ! 

OTTILIA. 

GraciousSir, ' , 

Look on thefe papers. 

ALFONSO. 

Ha! ' . • 

' . \Afierlwling at them, drops them, and clafps his hands 

in agony.] 

▲MBLIIOSA. 
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AMhtROSA. 

Father! dear father! 

ALFONSO. 

Father ! I merit not that name, nor any , 
Sweet, good, or gracious. Call me villain ! fiend^! . 
Sufpicious tyrant ! treacherous, calm' affafltn ! 
Who.flew the trueft, nobleft friend, that ever . 
Matfs heart was bleft with ! — Ha ! why kneels my child? 

AMELROSA. ^ 

For pardon firft that I have dared deceive thee- . • • 

ALFONSO. 

Deceive me ? 

AMELROSA. 

Next tp pay pute thanks to Heaven, 
Which grants me to allay my father's auguifti ' 
With words of moft fweet comfort. 

Alfonso. 
Ha ! what mean 'ft thou ? 

AMELROSA. 

Four years are paft fmce drft Orfino^s forrows *> 

Str^uck on my ftartled ear j that found once heard, 

Ne'er left my ear again, but day and night, 

Whether I w;alked or fate, awake or fleeping. 

The captive, the poor captive ftill was there. 

The rain feemed but his tears 5 his hopelefs groans 

Spoke in each hollow wind ; his nights of anguift 

.Robbed' mine of reft ; or, if J flept, my dreams 

Showed his> pale w>ifted form, his bcamlefs eye 

Fixed on the moon, his meagre hands now folded 

In dull defpair, now rending his few locks 

Untimely gray 5 and now again in phienfy 

- 3 Dreadful 
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\ Dreadful he (hriekcd ; tore with his teeth his flefli ; 

i 'Gainft his dank prifon-walls cjaflied out his brains, 

■ And died defpairing ! From my couch I ftarted ; 

I Sunk upon my knees ; 1 kiffad this crofs/ 

« Captive/' I cried, « I '11 die, or fet thee free !*'— ~ 

ALFONSO. 

And didft thou ? Blefs thee, didft thoui 

• AMELROSA. 

Moved by gold, . 
More by my prayers, moft by his own heart's pity. 
His gaoler yielded to releafe OrCno, 
And fpread his death's report.— One night, when all 
"Washuflied, I fought his tower, unlocked his chains. 
And bade him rife and fly ! With vacant ftare. 
Bewildered, wondering, doubting what he heard. 
He followed to the gate* Biit when he viewed 
The fky thick fown with ftars, and drank heaven*s air,* 
. And heard the nightingale, and faw the moon 
Shed o'er thefe groves a (bower of filver light, 
Hope thawed his froien heart v in livelier current 
:Flowedhis grief-thickened blood, his proud foul melted. 
And down his furrowed cheeks kind tears came ftealing. 
Sad, fwcet. and gentle as the dews, which evening 
Sheds o'er expiring day. Words had he none. 
But with his looks he thanked me. At my feet 
He fank ; he wrung my hand ; his pale lips preffed it i 
He Cghed, he rofe, he fled •, he lives, my father ! 
ALFONSO. [Kneeling.'] 
Fountain of blifs ! words are too poor for thanks j 
Oh! deign to read them here ! 



Canft thou fofgh^ 
My loilg <fectit .*. .* 

* ALFONSO* 

Forgive thee ? To ftiy heart 

Thu^ let me cbfp thee, b^ft of earthly blei&ngSy 

Balm of my foul, and faviour of my juftice ! 

Oh ! bleft were kings, when fraud enfnares their fenfi^ 

Aiid pai&on .arms their hands, if ftiil they found 

One who like thee dared ftand the yi£tim*g friend, 

Wreft from proud la^lefs Power his brandiflied javelin. 

And make him virtuous in his own de^ite I 

EftUr RICAKDO. 

I • • • 

My liege, your conquetiiig ^tieral, brafe Qcf^o^ 
Draws near the walls. 

ALFONSO. 

I haften to receive 
The hero, and his troops: that duty done, 
I *1I feck my wronged friend's pardon. Say, my child. 
Where dwells Otfino ? 

AMELJIOSA. 

In the neighbouring foreft 
H^ lives an hermit : Inis knows the place. 

ALFONSO. 

Ere night I It feek hifti ffidt^* And now farewell, 
£yer beloved,- but now more loved than cVer f 
Oh ! ftill ^s now wsJitch b*er and timely check 
My hafty nature ; ftill, their guardiw-angel^ 

.; D ' Prot^ 
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Prote£l my peo p lc,^*eii from me proted diem : 
Then, after-ages, pondering o*er the page 
Which bears my name^ fliall fee, and feen (hall blefs 
That union moft beloved of man^and heaven, 
A patriot monarch, and a people /ree ! 

[^Exit with Ricardo OftJ jlttendaniSm 

AMELROSA. 

My good kind father ! fatal, fatal fecret. 
How wcigh'tt thou down my heart. ! [Remains buried im 
ihoitght.'} 

OTTILIA. 

I '11 hafte and calm 
My hufband's confcience with Orfino's fafety. 
But when our Spanifh beauties throng the ramparts. 
Anxious to fee, and anxious to be feen. 
Why ftays Eftclla from the walls ? 

ESTELLA. 

Both duty 
And friendfliip chain me where the Princefs ftays. 

OTTILIA. 

Duty and friendfliip ? truft me, glorious words j— 
Yet thert:'s a fweeter— Love ! Boafts the gay band. 
Which circles brave Caefario's laurelled car. 
No youth, who proudly wears Eftella's colours. 
And knows no glory like Eflella's fmile ? 

ESTELLA. • 

Ha ! Sure my fight muft err ? 

OTTILIA. [Afide.1 . . 

She fees^ and knows it. 

^STELLA. 
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It muft be that ! • . . . Princefs ! 

OTTILtA, ' [^i£?.] 

- 9o» fo! now^iesflic — - ^ 

To her flie-?fiades for-aid and comfort ' " ' 

Oh! ptort raire fympiithyl How the friend ftatti ! 
And, truft me,: changes Wldut ! 

AMfctftbSA. * 

Say'ft thou? ; how ? ., " . '. \ 

Away, it cannot be ! ' 

ESTEtLA.. 

Convince thy felf then. 

OTTILIA. [-4^/^.] 
Aye, look your fill ! look rill your eye-ftrings break;^ 

Tor *cis that fcarf ; that very, very fcarf i 

So now the queftiop comes* 

ESTELLA. 

Forgive me, lady, 
Nor hold me rude., that much I wifli to know. 
Whence came the fcarf you wear ? 

OTTILIA. 

This Icarf?... Alas! '% ' 

A ,paltry toy ! a very foldier's prefent. 

ESTEILA. 

Afoldier'5? ' 

OTTILIA. 

Aye. 'Twas fent me from the camp : 
But with fuch bitter taunts on her who wrought it .... ! 
Breathed evefn^ortal man fuch thoughts of me, 
My heart would break, or bis (hpuld bleed for 't ! 

% pa ESTKULA* 
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Say you? > ..i; .:' ..• 

Nay mark — ^< Recetre,'proud faifj^'f^^t-^hipi n^n tf^b^W— 
•* Thirfcarf, force.4 en qs« fcy a|i^bi|n^ I kiiail^ . . , 
With many an aiRMHK>M <^ii()Wf4 a^.tjiftf)^ hj(%\ 
As I for thee, £o bums foil i^e tlic nanlMi)^. 4 

To me as thine, cold is my h^art to her ; 
Nor canft thou more defpife the gift th;in I . .. . 
Scorn the fond fool who gave it I**— — p. . 

AMUJtOSA. 

Oh! my heart! 

Look^tp tJb(e PriQcefs. ^ 

oTTmiA. iSpcpmmgJ] 
Ha I 

She faints I 

AMBL&OSA* 

No, no ! ' 

Tis nothing— mid.day*s heat...the o'er-powcring fun. 

rU in, and reft. 

Frincefs, permit . . • . . 

AMELROSA* 

No, lady r 
I need no aid of thine*^In^ in, EftcBa. 
Qh!crud,6Ufcqxfaria! 

E£^i^ wi£ I^leUa^ Imsy ^MiluuK^. 



QT 



XILIA* 
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OTTiLU. lAhtte.2 
Ha! U'tfoi 

And flies my falcon afSib bi^ » la>e ?— 
The Princcfs ! 'tis the Princefs that he loves ! — 
And fliall I calmly fcc^ hci*bciiriwiy 
This dear-bought nrize, my fcjjrct c^Kinpie*^ reward, 
My lord, my love, my itfei my all ? She dies 1 

r •.-..%.. .V. {Exit. 



r_-,..i : ■ •. ... ■ .-.. :-:/';. J 



E«0 OF THE nSST ACT. 



n ALFONSO f ^tii; 

^cr If. 

SCE.N E I. - 

^tt ball in Csefarb's fatac^»,\ ; — v 

[&houts heard witiottt.J 

lEttter CJISARIO [a General*! Jiaffin bis band] followed bf 
HEi^RiQueZy Citizens and Soldiers. 

CiBSARlO. 

Thanks, worthy friends ! No further !~Ploafcd I 

hear 
Thefe ihouts, which thank me for Alfonfo's fafcty ! 
But though my arms have quelled the Moors, your love 
Alone can Qiield liim from a foe more dangerous^ 
From his proud rebel fon !— Farewell, aflured 
I live but for your ufe I 

Firjl Citizen^ 
Long live Cxfario I 

Second Citizen. 
Long live the Conqueror of the Moors ! 

AIL Huzza! [Exeunu 

Manent casario and uxv:ki^ZZ» 

casAKiO. 
Kind friends, farewell !— Aye, Ihout, ye brawlers, 
ihout! 
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Pour out unmcamng priaife till the flcics ring 1 * 

Twill fchooi your decp-ton«d throats to roar to-morrow, 
r^« Long lite C«fario t Sovereign of Caftite !*'— 
Marked you, Henriqucz, how- the royal dotard \ ^ 
Hung on my neck, termed me his kingdom's angel^ > 
His friendv his faviouri his . . • • • Oh t my tongue 
burned 

To thunder in his ftartled ear " The man 

Who raifed this war, and fired your fon's aml^ition^ ' 
Tour daughter's hu{band> and your mortal foe> 
That man am I !" ■ ■ 

HENRI quEZ. 
T^en ahfence has not cooled^ 
It feemsj your hatred « « • • • 

CJESAiaO. 

Could'ft thoa think it? thou, ; "^ . 

Who know'ft a fccret to all elfe unknown ! ^ . ( > *; ' ^^ 

Know'ft me no ftranger-youth, no chance- adventuror^ 
Whofe fword 's his fortune, as Caftile believes me i 
But one of mightieft views and proudeft 'hopes. 
Galled by ihjuftice, panting for revenge. 
Son of an hero ! wronged Orfino's fon ! 

HENRI QjJEZ. 

Yet might your wealth and power— yon Gcncral^sftaff— 
Alfonfp's xountlefs favours «'..•• 

CXSARIO*. 

Favours ? Infults ! 

Curies when proffered by aii hand I hate ! 
Bright feems ambition to my eye, and fure 
To reign is gbrious 3 yetTiich fixed averfibn 

I bear 
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I bear this mao, and fiKh:my tbicft Ibv.veog^ncc^ 
' I wo^d 2>^ ^ hid lieads 0im sb oqr fiowetr> 
Thougtuhe pr^€ teod^r^ wjert tbcitwwtk ibit 4eeksit ( 
Tet that tofifliortly (baUJbe mtee !«**«Siy» MarfBb» ' 
How ftMeeds our pl^t ? . 

Tis ripe : beneath his chambers 
L The vault* are ours, the ilcej^ng fires difpofcd ^ 
The mine wmte but your word. 

CJESARIO. 

To-night it fprings then. 
And hurls my foe in biirfiiiig clouds to beaven-— 
O I rapturous light I ' 

HENRlQpEr. 

And can that fight give rat)tUTe 
Which wrings with anguifii Amekofa's befom-} ' 
She loves her jlfather » . » . * 

CJE8ARI0- 

Lov€& ihc not her hulband P . ' i, . ) 

She *l\ hate hint, when (he knows . 1 • • ** * 

C-E$ARiO. 

^ She ne^er fliatl know it ! 

All ihall be held her rebel brother's deed j ' • 

And while contending p.^ffior^.ibake the rabble, 
(Grief for the fire, refentment 'gainft the j|^,] .... 
And pity for the Princefs) fortji Ifll ftep, ' ., w .; 
Avow our marriage, claiqi the. crown her right, • 

And^ when (be mounts tl^jthrone>,ai(p^d it with her. 

•j ♦ — *^ . • 

* * ^ H£NRiqUE2* 
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Oh ! Ihe wiU diown that Udodf tInxKiewitk ttml' 
And ihould fte leam vbo hade them ^dw J .. .•• 

Say on • • • • t ] 

She'll loath you! 

She 'U forglfe me^ ' » * . ! 

Never, never I .. u , ■ 
IJknoy? tljie PHnccff i^i^aowadaughter'^ love, 
A dau|[hter'8 grief ,..••• 

CfiSARIO. , • . •• f 

And are not daughters women ? .' * 

By nature tender, truftfu^ kind^ aod fickle^ 
Prone to forgive, and praftifed in forgetting ? 
Let the fair things but rave their hour at eafe. 
And weep their fill, and wring their furctty haod^ .* 
Faint between whiles, and fwear by every faint 
They '11 never, never, never fee you more ! 
Then when the larum's huihed, profefs repentance, 
Say a few kind^alfe words, drop a few tears. 
Force a fond kifs or two/ and all 'a forgivtn. 
Away! I know her fex ! '. I 

H^MUtqUEZ. 

But know not her ! 
Her heart will bleed) and can you wound that heairt, . 
Yet fwear you love her ? ^ ^ . ^ 

CiESARIOf 

Dearly, fiercely love her ! 
But not fo fiercely as I loath this king !— 

• E Hatred 
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Hatred of him cheriflied from yoBth is now 
My iecohd nitvitt 1 ' *t}8 the ait I bireatlie, ' - - i - > 
The ftreamwhkhfiUBmy veitisymy life's tluef fouf(!ei'< 
My food, my drink, my flccp,^ warmth, health, and vi* 

gour, . . ' ' 

Mixed with my bloody and. twifted round tnj heart* 
/^ firings! ;:i;> h: : ^lori^l 

^ ,^ To ccafc |o.hai|e/&tmi I mUft.fc^affi^tPibrjcaithe !— — 
V / , Never to know one hour's rcpofe or pkafufi) . P • * aV: ' 
/ ) While loathed Alfonfo lived, — fucH was my oath, 

^ ^ Breathed on my broken-hearted mother's lips.' ' '" ' ' 

\ She heard ! het eyes flaflied with' new fire; fhc kiftccl -me, "^ 

Murmured Orfino's name, blcfs*d*it, ahd died ! - 
That oath rU keep! 

' Enter MELcWlOR. 

• . ; . CJCSARiO. 



Melchicfr ! why thus alarmed ? • ^ ' V '' ' ' 

MELcnkoR, 

JVe caufc too good ! our liyes Jh^ng by a thread I 
Guzman is dying! ^ , • ;- 

C-«SAai6 and Hlgl^Rli(^£Z« . - • 

How? 

MEtCHIOR- 

Remorfe already 
Hath wrung one fccret from him 5 and, I fear, ^ 

The next fit brings our plot. 

CiESARIO. 

Speed, fpecd, He^riquez ! ^ 

Plac^ 
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Place fpics arouid bis^tei guard every avenue ! 
Mark every face that coxfi^s qr goes— Away*! 

. CASAKXO« 

I '11 watch the King myfclf ! [Going.'] 

MELCHIOR. 

As yet he '8 fafe. 
Soon as he parted from tho troops, Alfonfo, 
By Inis guided, tow'rds the foreft fpcd, . 
To feek and foothe his late-found friend Orfino. 

Whom, whom? Orfino?, what Orfino? fpcak. 

mb;.chiob. 
The Count San Lucar, long thought dead, but faved^ 
It feems, by Amclrofa's care — ^Tim^ preffes 
I mull away : farewell. 

.C^S4B,I0. 

Atone, remember— , :,'.'/ 

Beneath the royuLtowcr . ^ • • . , 

MBLCHI0tL« 

Ptar not my failing; [ExsU 

CJiSARio. [Alone.2 
Uc lives ! My father lives J Oh, let but vengeance 

f'ire him to fpurn Alfonfo and his friehdfliip 

His martial fame, the memory of his virtues. 
His talents, rank, and fuflPerings undeferved, . • . . . 
Oh ! what a noble column to fupport 
My new-raifed power ! IGoittg^J 

... B 2 Eftfer 



St XLTOSSOs A^It 

OTTILIA. 

Ctthrxoyttzjl 

cjisARia: 
Forgive me, .' - • •* 

Fair lady, if my fpeech appears ungentle 5 
Such bqfincfs calls • : \ 

OTTiLU, IVfiveiling.] '* 

Than mine there 's none more urgent; 

CJESARIO. 

Ottilia! 

OTTILIA. : -/ 

Need I fay what brings me hither ? 

C^ESARlb; - . 

Thofe angry eyes too plainly fpeak, that ftiB 
EfteUa • 

OTTILIA. 

She? DiflemblerJ fiend (—Peace, peace $ 
I come hot here to rave, liufr to ctfmttiand. 

You love the Princcfs, a»e bebve4 again 

Speak not ! She faw this fcarf ; her tc«8, her anguifli 
Betrayed her fecret- Yes, you love th? Princcfs ! 
But, while /breathe, if e'er her hanci is yours. 
Strike me dead, lightnings ! 

CJBSABIO. 

Hear me I J ■. . ■ * 

OTTILIA. 

Look on this [j^owihg a paper]. * '*. 

CJESARIOi^ 

/Ti5 Guzman's hand. 

OTTILIA. 



He bade me to the King 
Bear k whh otbtt piiiN:ra j but my prudence, .^ - 

For mioeown pwrpofes^ 4Eept back tbisicrolU ; 
Lo! here a full fqpnfeflion pf ypur plot^^ ... 
The mine def^rib^rrrtbe Yautj^-^Hiihe hour— the figoal^ 
Whatvtroops siT^gauifi4-**-^hc lift of fworti,confederate»-« 
Attl foremoft in the lift here ftands Csefario J 

ConfuDon ! ^ » • - ■>■ ^ ■■ 

orrttiA. > ^ 'M - 

Nay, *tis fo ? Now mark ihdj'yduth! .• * /^ :- - 

Either my hand ^t midiiigbt as my Eiifband^s 
Clafps thine, or gives this paper to AUbnfo ! ^ ' 
Prepare a friar — -at Juan^s chapel tncct me 
At midnight, or the King 

CJBSARIO*. 

Youravei. Ottilia ! 
While Guzman livcsi. • « « • 



a 



. OTTILIA,. 

Young man, hia hours are^counted : 
Three fear ce ate. hisrwLaft pigbt J drugged the bowl , 
In which hedqtnk a. fareweU to thf.wotld. ,,^ 
Aye, aye, YIS^^tJ^uei Thou 'rt mine ! Witt Wood I've 

bought thee i 
Nothing noytr parts us but the grave,— <md therc^ 

E'en there I 'U claim thee ! If to-night thou com'ft 

not • • • • 

GA^AltlO. 

IwiU^ by Heaven! 

OTTIUA.' 
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OTTItlA. 

Nay, fail at your own peril— ^ ..... 
Tour life i 8 in my pd wer ! ^my breath can blaft 701^ t '• ' 
Choofe, then, C«fario, 'twixt ihy.hane MUd'Uifs--^ > 'i 
Love or a grave f a 'kingdom or a fcaflfold^! '- 

My arms or dcath*s!-^By~yonder Sun! -fwcar, ' * -'J 
Ere morning dawns, tfaduihalt be inine l»r nothiAg ! • ' ''•'' 

• * • - :. .. X^J^J^ 

pa^AIUO* 

Is'/t fo ? — Thy blood then on thy head — ^Th^s papcr;»f. 
" -—This female fiend... the fcarf too !... I muft ilraij^t 

Appeafe the Princefs fome well-vami(hed tale . 

....Some glibexcufe— Oh! hateful talk ! Oh, Truth J - 
^ * How my foul longs once more to join thy trains 
>f Tear oflF the maflc, and fliow rac as I am L 
^ The wretch for life immured 5 the Chriftian flavc 

I Of Pagan lords ; or he whofe bloody fweat 

v^^ l!^eeds the fleet galley o^er the fparkjin^. waves. 

Bears eafy toil, light chains, and pleafant bondage. 
Weighed with thy fervice, Falfetood I Still to frnflc 
On thofe we loath ; to teach the lips a leflbn 
Smooth, fwect, and falfe 5 to watch the tell-tale eye, * 
Faihion each feature, fift each honeft word 
That fwells upon the tongue, and fear to find 
A traitor in onc*s felf !— By Heaven, 1 know 
1^0 toil, no curfe, no flavery, like diflbmbling 1 

'•* ^ IBscif. 



SCENE 



MiTii. ATKAGEinr. at 

^^v -.^s-C E-NE IIw - ^• ^^ 

J nxiUd fortfi^ with roch, water-foils, tsfc. On one ftde 
•^ ' ^tmiermiigf and a ruftic tombf with varkus pkce£ of 
armour fcatund mar ity ** victoria" is engraved on 
it $ a river is in the' hack ground* *^ 

o&$iNO Jlands on a rod "whhh ovet hmgs therwer*^ 

'''■- '' ' oisiNo. *'"'". _ "' ■' 

Yes, thbii'drt^dvely, World ! That blac-robcd flcy j 
Thefe giftiit rocks, thelt forms grdtciEqac and awfiil ^ 
Reflefted on tht cilfn" ftream*^ lUcid inS'i^rbf ;' ^ ' 

Thcfe reverend oaks, through which (their ruftling leaves 
Dancing arid tmnUii\g in the finii>beaai9) Hght - '/ 
Now gleams, now difappears, while yoiiiiefcelOirie^ji ,7; 
Tumbling from crag to crag with meafured dafh, 
Makes to the ear ftrange mufic ; World, jjph, Wo^rld \. . ^ 

Wiio knows thee not mud needs fuppofe thee good ! 

^. .\. . {Wifb.afuddenburji ffindtgnation.'] fj 

But I have tried thee, World ! kilow ail thefe beauties 
Mere (hows andfnares ; know thee a gilded ferpentj 
A flowery bank, whofe fweets fmile o'er a pit-fall j ~ 
A fplendid prifon, prerious tomb, fair palace 
Whofe golden domes allure poor wanderers in, 
And, when they 've entered, crufh them ! Such I know the^ 
And, kn^ingy loath thy charms ! Rife, rife, ye ftorms ! 
Mingle, ye elements ! Flafli, lightnings, flafli ! - '^ 
Unmafk this witch 1 Waft her pernicious beauty! 
Andflipw me Nature as (he is^ a moilfter ! 
—I ^1] look no more I Oh ! my torn heart ! Viftoria f 
My fon ! Oh God ! My ton ! Loft ! loft ! Both loft ! 

[Leahmg againji the tQmh,\ 
4 S'^ter- 
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Enter iXJl^NsQ^ IKI^ af^'Atiendantu 
%.A »' ■^- ' ^ ^-^ . • iNis. - :.i .. . -; ,.. 
'\ TKiaisthe hcrmk's cave ; and {s^ my U(tg^.Qr&no'§ 

v.. ^. m. ................ ...;^ , , ' 

ALFONSO. \^iartinglipich^ 
^. iJo, ^o, that liyipg fpcftre . . ,,„, 

Is not my gallant friend ! I feek in vain 
Thjc fflll cheek's be^jt^iil jglow, the <]rq. of fire, . , ^ ,. 
: Thc^^yrial mle»,^, gK9,y4 g^ iti afld RdhsfHcrculcan ! . y 
\ Oh! is that deat]^.-)i^p.Vr|n ipdocd QrjGno ? . ;.- 

' Never to fee ttenHioiB.! Nevier, no neveif ! ' i:'!.i { 
Wife> childj joy^hopc, all gone ! : ^ : • ^ ^ " 

• ^ ' ''•'''" ■ • AtFOKso. • /> • ' ' .i'^^^u.ci r 
Ttiitvolcc'r^Ohllleaven, ' ■'■' "* - t ...vftr. 

Too wtW I krioVth^t voice f^HoV gHeT' fiaS 'AiH|ty; 

ru fpeal, yet dread ^ .^ V;Iteeire X^^*^ &*<• 'wMdraia''} 
l^ I^ook ufj Qrfmo#/vv ; . ' ' .. f. '1 j;;'^. 

,- • ' ' : ■.'•^L:' ' i!€IM|*HO. ■'• -t; ' •/ . -:.!;; 

Difcovcred! ,. « . ' ,o . > . . ,. 

iStizittg a lance 'which refts againft thecaveru^ andputtm^ 

-r. ^^ffff^^ ^, pofiure of defence]. . r Jj 

Wretch, thy life . ♦ • . [daggering back]^ Strengthen me^ 

A , -heaven \; . ^ . - ., ■ , .^ 

*Tishei the king himfelfV 

• Al^iFDK^. '[Offering to lake Mj hand.'] • 

Thy friend!' .'....;.•• 
:,',-' . ^ ORsi){0* 

» ! [Recovering himjeif^ find drawing bad his hand."] 

\ Fficnd ! friend !: — - 

>'fCXione.!-r[C(?%] ' 

ALFONSO. 
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ALFONSO. 

Orfino ! 

ORSINO. 

Never had but oije, 
And he .... ! Sir, though a king, you 'd fhrink to hear 
How that friend ufcd me! 

ALFONSO. 

Hear me fpeak, in pity I 

OR8INO. 

What need of words ?. I 'm found, I *m in your power, 
And you may terture me e'en how you lift* 
Where are your chains ? Thefe are the felf-fane arms 
Which bore them ten long years, nor doubt their weigh- 
ing 
Heavy as ever ! Thefe fame eyes, which bathed 
So oft with bittereft tears your dungeon-grate. 
Have ftreams not yet exhajifted ! and thefe lips 
Can ftill with flirieks make the Black Tower re-echo. 
Which hdard my voice fo long in frantic anguilh 
Rave of m^ wife and child, and curfe Alfonfo \ 
Lead on. Sir ! I 'm your prifoner ! / 

ALFONSO. 

Not for worlds 
Would I but harm one hair of thine !— Nay, hear me! 
And learn, moft wronged Orfino, thy clear innocence 
Is now well known to all* 

ORSINO* 

Aye? Nay, I care not 
Who thinks me innocent ! I know myfelf fo— 
Was thia your bufincft, Sir ? ^Tis done ! Farewell. 

V ALFONSO. 
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ALFOKSO. 

Oh ! part not from me thus ! I fain would fay 



ORSII^O* 

What ? 

ALFONSO. 

I have wronged thee ! • • • . 

OR8INO. ISternly.l 
True! 

ALFONSO. 

Deeply, moft deeply ! 
But wounding thine, hurt my own heart no lefs. 
Where none has filled thy place : *tis thine, ftill thine— ^ 
And if my Court 

ORSINO. 

What (hould I there ? No, no. Sir ! 
Sorrow has crazed my wits ; long cramped by fetters 
My arm finks powerlefs ; and my wafted limbs, 
Falfied by dungeon-damps, would bend and totter 
Beneath yon armour's weight, once borne fo lightly !— 
Then what fiiould I at Court ? I cannot head 
Your troops, nor guide your councils : Leave me, leave 

me, 
You cannot ufe me further ! 

ALFONSO. 

Oh ! I murt. 
And to a moft dear fervice-r— My heart bleeds^ 
And needs a friend ! Be but that friend once more ! 
Be to me what thou wert, (and that was, all things !} 
Forgive my faults^ forget thy injuries 

I ORSZNO. 
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ORSINO. [Pqfflonately^ 
Never ! 

ALFONSO. 

That to Alfonfo? That to him, whofe friendfliip , , . . 

ORSINO* 

Peace, peace ! You felt no friendlhip ! felt no flamei 
Steady and ftrong ! — Yours was a vain light vapour, 
A boyifli fancy, a caprice, an habit, 
A bond you wearied of, and gladly feized 
A lame pretext to break. Did not my heart 
From eariieft youth lie naked to your eyes ? 
Knew you not every corner, nerve, turn, twift on *t ? 
And could you ftill fufpecl . . . ? No, no ! You wiQjcd 
To find me falfe, or muft have known me true. 

ALFONSO. 

You wrong me, on my life ! So fine, fo Ikilful 
The {hare was fpread .... I knew not 

ORSINO. 

Knew not ? Kntv^ not ? 
Thou kncw'ft I was Orfino \ Knowing that, 
Thou (hould'ft have known, I never could be guilty. 

ALFONSO. 

Proof»fecmed fo ftrong .... 

ORSINO. 

And had I none to prove 

My innocence? Thefe deep-hewn fears, received 
While fighting in your caufe, were thefe no proofs ? 
Your life twice faved by me ! your very breath 
My gift ! your crown oft refcued by my valour ! 
Were thefe no propfs ? My every word, thought, a£Uon, 
F 2 My. 
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My fpotlcfs life, ray rank, my pride, my honour, 
And, more .than all, the love I ever bore thee, 
Were thefe no proofs ?— Oh ! they had been conviftion 
In a friend's eyes, though they were none in thine ! 

ALFONSO. 

Your pride ? *Twas that undid me ! Your refervc, 
Your filence 

OR6INO. 

What ! Should I have ftooped to chafe 
Your brawling lawyers through their flaws and quibbles ? 
To bear the fnecrs of fancy queftioncrs— 
Their jcfts, their lies — and, when they termed me villain, 
Calmly to cry — ''^ Good Sirs, I'm none !" — ^No, no : 
I heard myfelf called traitor — ^faw you calrtily 
Hear me fo called, nor ftrike the fpeaker dead ! 
Then why defend myfplf ? What hope was left mc? 
Truth loft its value, fince you thought me falfel 
Speech had been vain, fince your heart fpoke not for me» 

ALFONSO. 

And it rf/Vfpeak . . . Spite of the law's declfion. 
My love preferred your life 

O&SINO. 

Oh! bounteous favour! 
Oh! vaft munificence! which, giving life^ 
Robbed me of every gera'^vhich made life precious 1 
Where i§ my wife ? Diftracled at my lofs. 
Sunk to her cold grave with a broken heart ! 
Where is my fon ? Or dead through want, or wandering 
A friendlefs outpaft ! Where that health, that vigour, 
Tliofe iroa nervcs^once mine ?-^King,aik your dungeons I 

ALFONSO. 
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ALFONSO. 

Oh! fpare me! . 1 ' ' 

OKSlNOl ' 
Give me thefe dgaln, wife, fon. 
Health, ftrength, and tea moft precious years of man- 
hood. 
And I '11 perhaps forgive thee : till then, never! ' 

ALFONSO. 

What could I do ? Thy fon had been to mc 
Dear as my own, had not ViAoria's pride, 
^Scorning all aid . • . • . 

ORSINO* 

'^Iwas right! 

ALFONSO. 

She fled, concealed 

Herfclf and child Had it on mc depended 

1 cannot fpeak ... My heart . . . . Qh! yet have mercy. 
Think I had other duties than a friend's ... . . 
Alas ! I was a king ! 

ORSIKO. 

And are one dill 

Have ftill your wealth, and pomp, and pride and power, 
And herd of cringeing cottrticfS-^ftUi have children . . . ♦ 
I had but one, and him I loft through thee. 
J, I have nothing! Yon rude cave my palace, 
Thefe rocks my court, the wolf my St comp2(nion-*- 
Loft all life's bleffings, wife, fon, health! Ohj nothing 
Tsleft me, fave the right to hate that man 
Who made me what I am !-^And would*ft thou rob mc 
E'en of this laft poof pUafiire ? Goj Sir J go, 

3 Regain 
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Regain your court ! refume your pomp and fplendour ! 
Drink deep of luxury's cup ! be gay, be flattered, 
Fampered and proud, and» if chou canft, be happy* 
m to my cave, and curfe, thee ! 

ALFONSO. 

Stay, OrCno! 
If CYcr friendfhip warmed, or pity melted 
Thy heart, I charge thee 

ORSINO» 

Pity ? In thy dungeona. 
Sir, I forgot the meaning of that word. ^. 

For ten long years no gentle accents foothedme — 
No tears with mine were mixed— no bofom Cghed 
That anguifh tortured mine! — King, King, thou know'ft 

not. 
How folitude makes the foul ftern and favage 1 

ALFONSO. 

Yet were thy foul than adamantine rocks 
MoTc hard, thefe deep-drawn fighs 

ORSINO. 

My wife's laft groan 
Rings in my ear, and dro'^s them. 

ALFONSO. 

And thefe tears 
Might touch thy heart 



ORSINO. 

My heart is dead, King ! dead ! 
TTis yonder buried in Vifiloria's grave ! 



ALFONSO. 



ArrlL ATRAGJSDt; » 

ALFONSO,- 

Could praye'.'S, unfeigned remorfe, ceafelefs affedi<m» 
And influence as my own unbounded 

ORSINO. 

Hold ! 
I '11 try thee, and make two demands 1 — ^But firft, 
S\^ar by all hopes of happinefs hereafter. 
And Heaven's bed gift on earthy thine angel-daughtetj 
Whatever I a(k fliall be fulfilled. 

ALFONSO. 

I fwear ! 
And Heaven fo treat mj prayers, as I {hall thine ! 

OBSINO. 

'Tis well: now mark, and keep thine oath. My firft 
Requeft is-" -Leave me inftantly ! IVIy fecond. 
Ne'er let me fee thee more ! — Thou haft heard ! Begone ! 

{Exit into tbf caw. 
ALFONSO. 

•Tis well, proud man ! — Alas ! my heart 's too humbled 
To chide e'en him who fpums it !— — 

INIS. 

Nay, my liege, 
Defpair not Sure the Princcfs ..... 



ALFONSO. 

Right! I'll feck her J 
To her he owes his freedom, and her prayers 
Shall win me back this dear obdvrate heart. 
Oh ! did he know how fweet 'tis to forgive. 
And raife the wounded foul, which, crulh'd and humbled. 
Sinks in the duft, and owns that it has erred \ 

To 
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To quench all wrath, and cancel all offences. 
Sure he would need no motive but ielf^lovf ! 



[Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

A garden. 

AMELROSA. [Alone.^ 

And arc ye all then vaniflied, fylphs of blifs? 
All fled in air, and not one trace, one fliadow 
Left of my bright day-vlfions ? Is not rather 
All this fome fearful dream ?— ^Caefafio falfe ! 
I knoiv 'tis fo, yet fcarcc can think 'tis fo ! 
Gods ! when lad night, after long abfence meeting 

What looks! what joy! • < . • . and w^ then all 

deceit? 
I^ he bat mock me, when with tears of rapture 
He bathed my hand \ knelt -, fighed ; as had his voice 
By pleafure been o'erwhelmed, awhile was filent ; 
But foon came words, fweet as thofe moft fweet kifics. 
Which grateful Venus gave the fwain whofecarc 
Brought back her truailt doves! — So fweet, fo fweet • •. • • 
Diftrufl:^ herfelf, muft have believed thofe word^ { 
Oh ! and was all but feigned i 

Enter c-ffiSARio and eztulla* 

E8TBLLA. 

Wait here awhile; 
I'lltrytofoothcher, 

CiBSARIO* 

My beft friend! 

ESTCLX^il, 



Withdraw!— \Cxiixio retires. 

Still bathed in tears ? 

AMELROSA. [Throtoiwg heffilfofi her io/imJ2 

Oh ! my foul 's fick, Eftelb. ' 
My heart is broken, vbroken ! 

" I.STELLA* ^ 

Nay, be calm ! - 
I bring you comfort. 

AMELROS^ , 

How? 

ESTELLA. ^ ' 

Caefariofues . I * 

For one fhort moment's audience # • . • • 

AMELROSA. 

ni not fee him! 

ESTELLA. 

Dear pfincefs ..... 

AMELROSA. 

. Never ! Saw I not Ottilia 

Decked with my gift? Did I not hear Shaftie ! 

{hame ! ' 
Go, go, Eftella, feekhim ! Say, and firmly. 
We meet no more ! fay, that the veil is rent ! 
Say, that I know him wavering, vain, ungrateful, 
Flattering and falfe ! and having faid this, add, 
Falfe a^ be is, he 'a my foul's tyrani^ ftiil ! 

CJ13ARIO. [Throwing him/elf at her feet^ 
Accents of heaven ! — My life ! my love I 

V- ■ . j ;, AMELROSA* : 

Caefario ? ' 

Fa-rcwell for ever I 

€ ' CASARIO'. 
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CiESARIO* 

Niy, you muft not leave mc. 
Hear me but fpeak 



Releafe me ! 
But one word 



AMELROSA. 
CJBSARIO. 



AHillEtROSA. 

I *11 not be held !— Your pardon ! I forgot. Sir ! 
I thought myfelf ftill miftrefs of my aflions ! 
StUl Princefs of Caftilc ! — ^Now I remember 
I 'm that defpifed, unhappy thingi your wife ! 
Sir, I obey !— Your pleafure ! 

CJE8ARIO. 

Oh! how lovely 
Thofc eyes can make e'en fcorn ! Yet calm their light- 
nings— 
Once more let love . . • . . 

AMELROSA. 

N«ver — the hours are paft . 

When I believed thee all my fond heart wiQied 5 
Thought thee the beft,.thc kihdeft, trueft..^... 

thought thee 

Oh ! Heaven ! No Eaftetn tile pourtrays the palace 
Of fay, or wizard (where 10 bright confuGon 
Blaze gold and gems), fo glorious*fair, as feemed,. 
Trickt in the rainbow-colours of my fancy, 
Ciefario's form this piorn I-^Too late I know thee i ^ . 
The fpcU is broke, and where an Houri fmilcd, 
Nowfcowls a fiend. Oh! thus benighted Pilgrims 
Admire the glow-worm's light, while ^loom jpfevails; 
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But find that feeming Ump of fiery luftre 

A poor dark worthlefs worm, vrhen viewed iti- funfhine. 

Away, and feek Ottilia; 

CJESARIO* 

Oh I my princefsy 
Deep as thy ahger wounds my heart, more deeply 
I grieve to think, how thine wiil bked at finding 
This anger undeferved ! 

AMBLROSA. 

Oh 1 that it were fo ! 
But no ! I faw my fcarf ..... that very fcarf . . . . 
My own hands wrought it.<— Many a midnight iamp^ 
While thou wert at the wars, in toil I wafted. 
And made it my fole joy to toil for thee ! 
There was no thread I had not bled ! no flower 

had not kift a thoufand times, and murmured 
With every kifs a prayer for thy return ! 
And yet thou gav'ft this facred work to buy 
A wanton's favours 

CJESARIO. 

Say, to buy her filencc ! 

AMBLROSA. 

Her filence ? ? 

CiBSARlO* 

As this morn I kft the palace, 
She marked my flight 

AMELROSA. 

Jtt ft heavens ^ 

CJBSARIO. 

Though unrequited. 
Her love has long been mine.'— She raved ^ flic djircatcned i 
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She would have vengeance j fhernrottkl roufc die guards; 
Alarm the king / 

AMELROSA. [ShuiJering.'] 
My father! 

eJESA&IO. 

But her filence . 
Bought by that fcarf . .-..:... . » 

AMELROSA. 

Caefario, could I truft thee! .\ . . . 
W ere this tale true, could I but think 



CiBSARlp. y 

I*n fwear 

AMELROSA. . 

No! at the altar thou haft fworn already 
Mine were thy hand and heart, and mine for ever : 
If thou canft break this oath, noneelfe will bind thee— 
Yet did I wrpng- thee ? Art thou true ? I fain 

Would think thee bi But this fond heart, mf 

hufband, 
Is fuch a weak fad thing, and where it loves, 

Loves fo devoutly ! Spare me, dear Caefario, 

Such fears in future \ let no word no thought, 
Cloud thy pure faith, for fo my foul doted on thce^ 
But to fiifpe£l thee, racks each nerve, and almoft 
Drives my brain mad 1— ^Oh ! could' ft thou know^ Caefario, 
How painful 'tis for one who loves like me. 

To ceafe to love ! Ceafe, faid I? — ^No, my heart 

Ceafed to efteemi but never ceafed to loye thee, 

[Falling on his neciJ] 
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My foul ! my Amclrofat-^Ncri^'all planets ' '"'•'*} 
Rain plagues upon my perjutedhead, if e'er 
I break the vow, which here! l^msttlie hi^fTlm hearty > 
Filled but with thee, and formed, but to. adore ifaecy. !.. ; 
Is thine, my love ! thine now, and thine for ever ! 

AMEXROSA* 

Hark ! — Steps approach— Eftella ? 

£sT£LLA [who has retir/dy advancei baftilj.'] , 
Hade, Caefinrio! . .: 

You muftaway ! the King's returned ! I fee 
Histrain now loitering near the garden«-gate ! 
Fly '•y the private poftcrn t 

CiBSARlO. 

Straight I '11 follow. . \^Exit Eftella. 

And mull I leave thee, leave thee for fo long too ? 
The King's affairs now call me far from Burgos, 
And ere we nieet again twelve hours muft pafs, " "V 

AMEIROSA. 

Ahl me! toloveanagel 

c-asAHio. ... 

Yet Ihould I leave thee 
With calmer foul, nor feel fiich pain in abfcncc. 
Were I but fure one wife . . • * . 

AMELROSA. [,Eagerly.'] 

Oh I name it, naaie it ! 
But aik me nothing light nn a£lion : afk me 
Something ftrange, hard, and painful ! Something, fuch 

As 
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As none would dare to do but one who loves* 
Name, name this bkfled wiihl 

CiESARlO. 

*Ti$ this-^From midnighty 
Till my return, av<^d the royal tower. • .^ 

' ' AMELKOSA. 

I promife ; yet what reafon . ^ , • . 

GiESARlO* - ' . . 

When we meet 
Thou (halt know all \ till then forgive my filence : 
Seal with a kifs thy promife, then farewell ! > 

[Here alfokso advances in ftlence ; his eyes are fixed en 
his daughter y his hands arefoldedy and bis fvhole appear^ 
once eyprejfes the utmoft dejeSlion*'] 

AMELROSA. 

Farewell, 'fince it muft be farewell— But mark? 
See not Ottilia ere you go ! 

CJESAaiO. 

I will not. ^ 

AMELROSA. 

And when the bell's deep tongue announces mid- 
night. 
Breathe thou my name, for at that hour, my love, 
1*11 think on thee .... That hour ? Oh, fool! as if 
Hours could be found, in which I think not on theCr 
And muft thou go i — Nay, if thou muft, away. 
Or I fhall bid thee ftay, and ffay for ever ! 
Farewell, myhuftandf 

CJEEARIO. 

]My foul's joy, farewell ! [Extt^ 

AMELROSA* 
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AMELROSA. 

Oh! pain of parting ! 

{Turning rcunJ, her eye rejls on Alfonfo; She Jlarts^ "7 
and remains as petrified with terror. After a paufe^ he 
paffes her in Jtlence ; hut^ on his reaching the door^ /be . 
ru/bes towards him^ her hands clafped infuppticationJ\ 

Father! 

[Alfonfo motions to forbid her following^ and goes eff^ 

AMELROSA. 
Oh! I'm loft ! [She falls fenfelefs on the ground.} ^ 
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Acr JU. 

S C E N E I. 

» 

A chamber ' in the palace^ 
Enter OTTILIA and INIS. 

OTTILIA. 

Was U fo fud4Rni^~Whatl no caufe fiffigned. 
And fo fevere a (hock too ?-— T^uft mc, Inisy 
Thy tale alarms me ! 

• INIS. , 

On the earth we found her 
Senfelcfs and cold : wc raifed and bore her hither, 
"Where (he revived only to figh and forrow, 
Wring her fair hands, and ihridc h«r father's name. 

OTTILIA. 

*Ti8 wondrous ftrange ! — Mourning my own afflictions. 
This rumour reached me; ftraight all elfe forgotten. 
Hither by love and duty urged I fped. 
Nor come I truft in vain. — This phial holds 
Drops of mpft precious power. — Good Inis, take it. 
And in your lady's drink infufe this liquid : 
My life upon her cure. 

INIS. 

Obedience bed 
Will fpeak my thanks, nor doubt .... Lo, where ap- 
proaches 
My lady's ghoftly father, holy Bazil ! 

Enter 
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JSnter Father bazil. ^'lZ^ 

^ \ 

BAZIL. ^ 

Pardon that rudely thus I break yout parley^ 
But from the King I come^ to bid the Infanta 
Attend him here.-— Good Inis, lead me to her- 

INIS. 

Here lies our way — Again I thaiifc you, lady •, 
Ere night I'U ufc your gift. lExit with BaziJ. 

OTTILIA. 

And if thou doft, 
Go ring a fuberal knell^ and get thee mourning, 
And jgather flowers to ftrow thy lady's grave : 
Thou 'It gather none fo fweet, as that I wither ! 
— Hark ! 'twas her voice. — How at the found feemed ice 
To feize my every vein !— -My viftim comes l ' 

—I cannot bear her fight !— So young to die! 
So young, fo fair, fo gentle, and fo good } 
Widi fuchan angel's life, and my foul's quiet . . ^ . . 
- Oh, God ! Caefarioj thou art purchafed dearly. ^Exit. 

Enter amelrosa, bazil, estella, inis, and 
Attendants. 

bazil. 

No pafBpn flu(hed his check ; his voiqc, his manner 
Though folemni were not ftern j and when he named; 

you, 
A tear guflied forth, ere he could turn him from me» 
^ Then droop not thus^nor doubt paternal love 

H AMELROSA.- 
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AMELROSA- 

Oh ! 'tis that love diftrafts me, for his love 
Was love fo great ! 'Twas but this morn he termed me 
The only tie which chained him ftill to life ! 
And I have broke that tie ! 

BAZIt. 

Nay, gentle Princefs ! 

AMELROSA. 

Perhaps have broke his heart too ! from his lips 
Have dafhed Joy's laft poor lingering drop, and fliown him 
' His only prop was fra^l as all the formc^r ! 

Could I but think he felt like common parents. 
That when he found my fault, afFeftion died. 
Then I were bleft ! then /alone iliould fuffer. 
And, when his hatred broke my heart, could feck 
' Some lone fad place, and lay me down and die ! 
Alas ! alas ! I know, I was his darling ! 
Know, by the joy I gave him once, too well 
How (harp the grief muft be, I caufe him now ! 

BAZIL. 

That pamal love which cherifhed thus your virtues. 
Will now abfolve your fault. 

AMELROSA. 

,, . But when he frowns ? 
\ ' I ne *er yet /aw him frown, — but fure he*s dreadful ! 

.^ Oh ! ere I meet thofe eyes (which yet ne 'er viewed me 

But their kind language fpoke uncounted bleffings) 
And find them dark with gloom, and dread with light- 
nings, 
Clofed be my own in death !— Hark ! hark ! he comes ' 

la 
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In all his terrors ! comes to fpurn and drive me 
For ever from his fight. — His frown will kill me ! 
Shield me, Eftella, Ihield me ! x 

ALFONSO enters^ followed hy mcARDO and Courtiers, 

ALFONSO. \_^fide^ koking at Amelrofa,"] 
Can it be ! 

Can flic too have deceived 1— Retire awhile 1 

[Exeunt E&tllTiy t-Tr. 

Manent alfonso and amelrosa. 

ALFONSO. 

Princefs .♦...! 

AMELROSA. 
{^Jdvancing with timidity, _then rujbing forwardy and 
falling projlrate at his feet,"} 
My Father !— Oh ! my Father \ 

ALFONSO. ^ 

Rife ! 

Nay rife: what fear'ft thou? W-herefore weep, and 

tremble ? 
^jou haft no caufe for grief ! The poifoned arrow 
Has pierced no heart, but mine ! Thefe eyes alone 
Need weep for what they 've feen 1 Thou haft not felt 
What 'tis to lofe all faith in man ! to fee 
Joy and hope die together ^ and to find, 
When all thy foul loved beft hung on thy nect. 
Each kifs was falfe, and each fweet fmile was hollow 1 
Well! well ! 'Tis paft grief's curing 1 wondrous bitter, 
But muft be borne ! A few fliort moiiths, and then 
The grave mends all. 

H ^ AMEIROSA. 
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AMELROSA. [4fi^^'^ 

Pangs of the dying finner. 
Are ye more fharp than mine ! 

ALFONSO. 

More tears ?— Perhaps 
You tremble, left my regal wrath fliould crufii 
The audacious flave, who ftole his fovereign's daughter ? 
No, Princefs, no ! I can cxcufe the youth, 
'Nor look from mortals for divine forbearance. 
A fairer fruit, than ever dragon guarded. 
Courting his hand, and hung within his grafp, 
He could not choofe but pluck it. 

AMELROSA. 

Oh! I would 
My hq^rt could fpriiig before thine eyes, and fliow thee 
Each word thou utter*ft, written there in blood ! 
That it could fpeak ! 

ALl^ONSO. 

What could it fay ? but plead 
Th? youth s fair form, high fame, and great acquire- 
ments ! 
Gratitude that from ruffian hands he faved thee, 
Feelings too fond, and thus excufe thy love ! 
But could it e'er excufe thy long diflembling, 
Thy feeming confidence, thy vows all broken. 
Thy arts to lull me in a blifsful dream, 
' From which the waking 's dreadful ? Why deceive me ? 
Why hide as from a foe thy thoughts from me. ? 
Why banifh me thy bofom ? Did ft thou fear, me ? 

Didft 
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Di dft fear my power, my pride, my wrath ? Oh ! was I.... L'^^A^»^ /» "^ 
Was I fo harfh a father, Amelrofa i ^ *•< f^ 

AMELROS A, ^ [^<fe.] 

Heart, fure thy firings are fteel, or they would break! 

ALFONSO. 

Yet *tis deferved ! I was too fond ! too partial ! 
Still loved thee better than my fon, whofe heart 
Perhaps this partial love has turned againft ire— 
If fo, my pain is juft ! — ^Daughter, I '11 chide 
No morc} nor came I here to chide, but blefs thee. 
This parchment gives thy lord Medina's dukedom. 
With all its fair domains 5 the dowry promifed. 
When my fond bofom hoped that princely Arragoh ....... 

But that's npw paft !— ^Take it — farcwell-^be happy ^—— 
We meet no more ! 

AMELROSA. [Covering her face lutth her hands»'\ 
Oh ! heaven! 

ALFONSO. 

*Twere vain, 'twere cruel. 
To make thee toil to fan thy love*s faint embers, 
Since faith is dead; and though I ftili dote on thee, 
I '11 truft no more — Thy choice is made, and may 
That choice prove all thy. fondeft dreams e'er pictured ! 
Bleft be thy days as thefirft man's in Eden, 
Before fin was ! Be thy brave lord's jiffeftion 
Firm as his valour,yovely as thy form ! 
And {houldft thou ever know, with thy whole foul 
What 'tis to love a child, and hold it dearer I 

Than freedom, light, or life Oh 1 may that darling 

Show thee more faith, than thou haft (hown to me. 
J've done— Have there the deed— Farewell ! 

- 3 AMELROSA. 
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0" tr\ AMELROSA. 

iGrafping the hand which he extends wtth the parchment^ 
andprejftn^ it to her lips.'] 
Have mercy ! 

ALFONSO. / 

Mercy ?— On whom ? 

AMELROSA. 

An hiunbled, breaking heart, 
But which, though breaking, loves thpe dearly, dearly ! 
Throw me not from thee ! 

ALFONSO. 

Haft not all thy wiflies ? 
Thy hufband's pardon, honour, wealth, and freedom 
To live with whom, and how, and where phou wilt ? 
What wouldft thou more i* 

AMELROSA. 

That, without which all thefe 
Are nothing, and each feeming grace true curfes ! 
Thy heart! thy heart, my fathei ! Give me that! 
Thy whole, whole heart, fuch a^ I once poflefs'd it. 
Soft — kind — indulgent — open — ^feeling — fond ! 
^Tisthis I aflc^ — or, this denied, to die. 
Yes ! ftrike me at your foot 5 fpurn, trample, crufli me ! 
Twift in my ftreaming locks your hand, and drag me, 
Till from my wounded bofom ftreams of blood 
Gufh forth, and dye the marble red ! — All this 
Were far lefs anguifli tQ a generous foul. 
Than this fo torturing love, (b cruel kindnefs ! 

ALFONSO. 

I will not hear ..... 

AMBIROSA. 
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AMELROSA. 

Oh ! leave me not, my father, 
Nor bid me leave thee ! Let my anguxfii move thee ; 
Let not, though great, a fingle error lofe me 
The fruits of twenty years pafs'd in thy fervice, 
"Which in thy fervice pafs'd feemed (hort as moments. 

ALFONSO. 

It mull not be 

AMELROSA. 

You would, but cannot hide it ; 
1 flill am dear! Each look, each feature fpeaka it^ 
Speaks too a foftening heart — Oh ! hear its pleading, 
And bid me ftay ! IMl only itay to love thee ! 
Look on me ! mark my altered form ! obferve 
The Itrong couvulfions of my^gafping bofom ! 
See my wan cheeks, eyes fwoln, lips trembling ! feel 
How fcalding are the tears with which 1 dew 
This dear, dearh?nd! Judge by thy own my fufFerings, 
And bid me ceafe to fuiFer j when With force. 
Such as defpair alone can give, and louder 
Than tlends implore from their volcanic prifons 
The Arch- angei*s grace, I cry to thee— "Have mercy." — • 

ALFONSO. 

My child . . . . • No, no! — *Twere weaknefs ..... 

AMELROSA. 

Weaknefs, faid'ft thou ? 
Oh 1 glorious fault ! Oh ! fair dcfeft ! — Oh I weaknefs 
• Pafling all ftrength 1 If to forgive be fm, 
How deeply then mull Heaven have finned to man ! 
Oh! be thy faults like Heaven's! Relent, my father! 
Pardon ! Oh ! fpeak that word ! 

ALFOKSO. 



56 ALFONSO: Act III. 

ALFONSO. 

My heart! my heart ! 
My burfting hca rt ! 

AMELROSA. 

That word, that bleffed word, 
So quickly faid» fo cafy, as 'twere magic 
Breaks forrow's fpell, and bids her phantoms flyF 
That word, that word, that one, one little word, 
Andlambleft! — ^ 

■^^' ALFONSO* 

XTielding to, his emotions^ andclafping her eagerly to hss bo/pmJj 
Bebleftthen! ' lExit. 

AMELROSA. 

Now, ye ftars. 
Which nightly grace the (ky, if ye love goodnefs, 
Pour dews ccleflial from your golden vials 
On yon dear gracious head !— Oh ! why is now 
My hufband abfent ? — ^Lend thy doves, dear Venus, 
That I may fend them where Caefario ftrays ; 
And while he fmooths their filver wings, and gives tKem 
For drink the honey of his lips, I '11 bid them 
Coo in his ear, his Amelrofa 's happy ! 
Joy, joy, my foul ! Bound, my gay dancing heart [ 
Waft me, ye winds ! To bear fo bleft a creature 
Earth is not worthy ! Loved by thofe I love, 
I've all my foul e'er wifhed, my hopes e'er fancied, 
My father*s friendfhip, and Csefario's heart ! 
Leave me but thefe> and, fortune, I defy thee ! lExiu 
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SCENE 11. 

^e forejl as before. 
Enter GJESARto and HEMRIQjfJM^* 

CiBSARlO. 

Me {purned him, MarquiSi fpurned him ! With fuch 
fcorn> 
Such genuine ardent hate, repaid his footkii^g ••'•*• ' 
Oh ! by that hate I feel, the blood which filU 
Thefe veins is right Orfino'sj 

HENRI qUEZ. 

'Tis fcf otted, 
The King (hed' tears.' 

J^ ' CaSARlO. 

Marqiii^, he wept, fanned, pleaded 
R^morfe, and faed for jpardon with fuch fejryouf, 
As fiarving fouh fox bread ! 

J»£KBI<^EZ. 

' Did not at this i 

Orfino's fire melt ? 

Ci!SSARI0. 

Melt ? Like yon fortre6**i^dcfc, 
(Which rears its tower-clad front above the bSilows, ' 
Nor heeds the winds that bk^w,^ nor rains that beat,) 
Proof againft tears, and deaf to all entreaties. 
Unmoved the ftern one ftood, and frowned his anfwer. 
Oh ! fear not, friend : like me he loaths Alfonfo, 
And, when I place I'evenge within his gtafping^ 
Will fpring to r^ach it. 

• ' I HBNRI<yjEZ. 
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HENRI QU£Z. 

'T is paft doubt, his aid 
Were to our caufe a tower of ftrcngth j yet ftill 
I fear, left ... . . Some one leaves the cavel— Tis he! 
I'll wait beneath yon limes. * [Exit. 

, ORSIKO enters from thus cave. 

CjSSARIO. 

Now by ray life 
A noble ruin ! ' 

ORSIKO. 

I return to Burgos ? 
For what? To (how my fears, and hear Court- Ladies 
Rail at the wars for making men fo hideous ? . 
To bear the coxcomb's fncer, the minion's fawning. 
And fee fools fweetly fmilc at my good fortune, 
Who, when my death was Ggned, fmiled full as fweetly ? 
No, no, I '11 none on't.— [^m/i^Caerario.] — ^Plagues and 

fiends ! another ? 
More gold and filk ! more raufk; fair words, and lying f 
Will thefe Court-flies ne'er ceafe to buz around me ? 
Well, bir, what feek ye here ? 

CiESAj^lO. ; 

Revenge I ; • .. , .. . .-■ . * 

OR&INO. .; • . 
Indeed ?, , 
On whom ? 

C-flESARIO, . 

On lawlcfs Power !— Afk ye for what? 
A Father's wrongs and Mother's murder ! 

ORSlNO- 
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OiL$I|<o. {StartwgA 
How? 

That voice • • • • . Let me look, on thee well— Thofc lips ; 

Thofe eyes Oh ! Heaven, thofe eyes too ! — ^I ne'er 

faw 
But one have eyes like thine, an earthly angel, 
And with the angels now ! — Fair youth, who art thou ? 

CiESARlO. 

Speaks not thy heart 

* * ORSINO. 

It does, youth. Oh ! it does ; 
But I -11 not truft it, for if falfe its whifpers 

So fweet, fo painful* fweet I Dear good youth, 

tell me, 
Spare a poor broken heart, and tell me quickly 
Thy father's name. 

CJESARIO. 

My father ? Oh ! that was 
A man'indecd, and model for all others ! 
His country's (Word ? his country's (hield ! an hero I 
A demi-god I— And, great as were his aftions, 
, So wer^ his wrongs ! 

ORSINO. 

His name ! His name ! 

CiESAR lo* [Ru/hing into his atms. ] 
Orfino! 

ORStNO. 

I have him ! hold him here !— -Death alone parts us, ; 
My fon ! Vidoria's fon '.—Come, come,. my boy. 
Kneel at this comb with me ; join thou my fuit 
' For the bleft duft beneath, and read through tears 

I 2 Hcr^ 
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Here fleeps thy mother. Wandering farth to feek her^ 

Unl^nowp her fate and thine, chance led me hither : 

I nia|rke4 yon tablet^ read yon piteous lines^ 

Threw thofc now ufelefs arms lor ever from me. 

Sank on Victoria's; grave, nor left it more. 

Yet,, yet I died not !— Amelrofa's kindnefs. 

Which gave me freedom, traced me to this fpot. 

And faved my life, my wretched life, which ftill 

I only ufc to mourn thy lofs, Vi£lori;i ! 

Know'ft thou, my boy, Yfhe^ h^r eyes clofcd for ever, 

Whofe hand . • 

CjBSAlttO. 

Her fon's U 

0¥^9|NQ« IQra/ping C«fario's h^nd. ] 

" Was *t thine? 

CASAEIp. 

'Twas mine too raifed 
Yon ruftic tombt and 'twas this c;^ve received h<?r 
Whf n, dcfperotc ?t ypur Jpfa, (he icd ^he Courr, 
Here lopg (he fqrrowcd, here 9,K lapgth fee died, 
Died of a broken heart !-^Aye, weep, my father j 
For know the King (hall pay each tear thou (heddTl 
With drops of blood ! ^ 

OltSiNO, 

The King ? — Boy, name him not ! 
That found is poifon 1^ was once fo happy ! 
Was onc<| £b rich (-rr And that one tnan Aole aU ( 
My cujrfe bo 4tti him I . 

, * C^SARlpi' 

IV{an^ thy curfc is heard. * ' 

ORSlNO» 
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. ORSIlfO. 

Is heard ? What mcatfil tfcpu ? 

CJBSAHIO. 

VcBgcantc I Hark, Orfino— ^^ 
Soon as my mother died, (believed Caefario, 
A young unknown) I fought the Courts where cfaanee 
Gave' me from ruffian-Moors to fave tb^ Princcfs* 
This made Alfonfo mine, and ftill I 've ufed him 
To further mine own ends. Jey, joy, my father { 
My plots are ripe, the King's beft troops eorrupted^ 
His foQ loo through my arts declared a rebel* 
And ere two nights are paft, I '11 ftrip the tyrant 
Both of his throne and Kfe^^Roufe then, and aid # •^ • ^ « J 
Nowy fir i Why gaxe you thus ? 

' ORSXNO. ' ' 

I fain would doubt it, 

Fain find fome plea No, no I each look, eieh 

feature, 
And my own heart Tis true -, thou art my fon! 

C^ARIO* 

What mean you ? 

ORSINO. . [P^fgionately.'] 
Art my fon, and yet a villain ! ^ • ^ 

CJRSARIQ. [StariUfg,} 
ViUain? 

PRSINO. 

Deftroy Alfonfo ?— What ! Alfonfo 
The wife, tbe good ? 

"^ C-SSARIO.' 

With ihee then was he either ? 
Has he not wronged thee ? 

ORSINO. 
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ORSIKO. 

Deeply, boy, mod deeply !—r- 
But in his whole wide kingdom none but me ! 
Look through Caftilel- See all fmile^ bloom^ .iand 

flourilb ! . 

Norpcafant flecps ere lje:h*s breathed a bleffing 
On his good King !r— Nq ttjrft of power, faUd pride^ » 
Or martial rage he knows j nor would he filed ' 

One drop of fubjea-blxxHitobuy the titk . .. . *• 
Of a new; Mars 1 E'en broken-hearted widows . i . 

And chiUilcfs mothers^ while they wre^p the flaunt > .1' 
Curling the wars, confefs hi^ caufewaa judL- 5 ! r •. 
Such is Alfonfo, foch.the man whofe virtues: ' a 

Now fill thy throne, Cailile, to blefs t^j cbildreo \. . . "^ 
What ihows the adverfe fcale ? What find we there ? 

\My fufFerings ! Mine alone ! And wlj^t ajp.J^,.. . 

I^T^t 1 4hpuU weigh me -'gainft the public welfare ? 

'What are my wrongs againft a monarch's rjghts ? 

j-Wtat k>my c}^rfe. against a nation's blcffings ? 

Yet hear me 

/afllftyour plots ? /irijurfe * • - 

One hair that 's nourifti^d •with Alfonfo's blood ? 
No ! The wronged fubje£l hates the ungrateful mafter. 
But the world's friend rtiuft love the Patriot King. 

CiESARlO. 

Amazement ! Can it be Orfioo fpeaking ? 
*Tis fome Court minion fare, fome tool of office. 
Some thread- bare mufc penfioned to jpraife the throne. 

•" - 4 This 
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This cannot bp,tHfhmiia, jwhrfQibilmiftg. Tcngcarlc^, 
Whofe fiifiectavdrfiojii.vvfc;..* ; x'-^ ^ ' ' ' 

Boy, 'tis fixed as c?er ! - . • - 
Alfonfo's figkt|3»S4iam€; his. very goodilcft : i; . ./me'I 
Forcing my prs|ife^ IPW^ n)y:ifttt>)CP m^di^fo- :•.. b.:/. 
I hate him ! hate him !— bxU ftil) own his virtues; 
And though./ bfltp^ph I Blcfs,thc,g<;)9d King, Hwenrf 

Oh! '^ftW^ 'ftmngc patience f moft fare ftrttcfh of 

temper! 
What! Blefs the maiijMrho thought you trcacherousj^ 

bafe, • ' • •'•*'••■ ^ • '•••'-'' 

UngratefaPJ'. .'.'iM*^^ ': ' '' ^ 

• ^ ->.ifo:..:'/M.> .bRsmo. • '■'• ••'' • ' ' 

And becai^(e he thought me fuch/ 
(Rememberihg'bnly what his fault ^cfeirVes, 
Forgetting alljthat's d'ue to mine own honour,) . ".'' '* ^' 
Shall I become the wretched thing he thought me ? 
Prove his fufpicions juft ? qilit the proud fta'tion 
Where injWd^^iftue towers, and fink me down to ' ^ 
His le*^l v^hb^d^efs'd me ? Oh ! Not fo !-■ ■ ' ■ '"' ■- ' 
When hoftils'arms'ttrain every ncTrve, to crufli me; ' 

Pang follows pfirttgf ?nd wrong to wrong fucceed's • '• 
Piled like thelAiipsi each loftier than the laft one : «'" 
To pay thofe wrongs with good, thofe pangs with kind- 

nefs, ,/ J ,..,:. ^ 
To raife t^e foe pnce fallen j bind his gored bri^aft,'; - • 
And heap ^^^J^jgi^nerous zealfavoqrs. on favours, , .: 
Till his repentant fpirit melts, and Weeds 

To 
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To think he erer pained an heart likomliiei 

Such is my hate ! fuch my pr^ud fouPs'^hoki objeSI 

The only vengeance nob/f minds (hould take* 

CASARtO. ... V 

Farewell then, fince fatr other hate is wiAnty 
And alks far other veiigeatk:ei— I 'lltil fefek it ^ 

ORSIKO." 

Stay, ytmth, and hear me ! Ere yoii-quit this fpot 
(Since virtue has no power to chain or awe thee) 
Swear to forego thy traitorous fchemesy or ftrajght .^ : 
I'll fcek the King , . 

• c-K^A^^o* ■',.•.' 
You dare not ! No, you dare not! 
Nay, ftart not ! I but know my powers and ufeit* ♦ 
Look on thefe lips and eyes ! tb^y are Vi&oria's I 
And (hall Viftoria's lips be fealcd for ever i , , . 
And ftiall Viftoria's eyes be clofcd in death ?. 
E*en while you rage, with looks fo fond you eye me. 
They fpeak, your love will guaranty your filence. 

OR^INO. 

' *Tis ^rue, too true | But, dear and. QfU/s).bpy> . 
Though threats fucceed not, let thefe tear>s,pr«vtUf 
Tears for thy dying virtue — Oh ! look r^^nd tbeei 
See to mankind what Gurfes bad^Kings afCfi • 

And learn from them the bleffing! o£.;| g6od otie 1 : 

cifesAitro.' " > ' *' 
Father, in vain you urge me ! Know, I Ve fwotn 
Alfonfo*s death t my mother's fhade deiliartds it ; 
Who afced that promife, witt art o^xh cMBtttitd, 
And what (he alked I gave I 

ORSINO. 
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I 

ORSINO. 

Oh ! Wherefore didft thou ? 
Since flie required an oath to fe^l thy jproniife. 
Thou fliouldft have knowa thy promife muft be wrong. 
Virtue and truth are in themfelves convincing^ 
Nor need the feeble fan£tton of man's lips,— '" ' 
As the fun needs no aid from foreign orbs, 
Itfelf a fire-formed world of light arid glory. 
What meant thine oath ? What meant thofe magic-wordJ, 
Save by thy lips to bind thy hand tado, - . >'• ^ 

What makes 6ach »wife head fliakei 'each good* heairt 
thuddcr? . ' *^ •' ' ' 

Thy impious, vow. •'.■. .. . '- '- - *' 

' CJESARIO. ' i — l:-i..^.* , 

Impious or juft, once, iwprn, 
To break it fure were (bame ! " 

ORSINO. 

My fon, 't were virtue, . ' 

When to perform it were the'wbrft of crirties; 
^fwas wrong ta fwear ; b^ wkh that wrong contented ; 
A fecond fault cannot Inake r'^t the firft. 
And afts of guilt abfQjye no a£l of folly *. 

Guilt? Then.wejar for ward? ! I (eebut glory, . - 
Whe}re thou feq'ft ^It ! Yet call it i what thou, wilt ? ^ • 
iw^7j;be gui4ty, butj »f«(^be gr^at* V, / ; 

* V Promifes are not binding, where, the performance ii unlawftil: 
the guilt of fuch prpipif^s is in the making, not in the breaking them, 

<* Promiffory oaths arc not binding where th'e ptljmife itfetf^woulA 
not be fo.— Thus JcpHthah's vow was not binding, bedaufe the per- 
^mancc |ti that conti'ngvticy become unlawful.' *'-^i^^'/Pi?/^j'^^. 
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omsiKo. 
A dreadful word ! 

A Ciown ? A CroTB inTites me f 
A glorioa^ CrovB ! 

ORSIlfO. 

Gloriciu? CXi!No! Tnie^orj ^ 

IftlMit to 'wear a Cv^wn^ bat CO iiefertft oot^ 
The peafant-fvaio, wko leads a good man's fift^ 
Aod dies ^taSi^ godd min's deads obcaiiis 
In wifdom's eye v leadis of far brighter f p k m loO fj . 
Than he ^riiofe wanton pride and thirft Cor empire 
Make kings his c^^OTes^ and lay wafts a wodd. 

CJESAKID; 

And is 't not glorioiis then to blels my coontrj 
By joft and gentle ruling ! fight her battles ! 
Prcferr e her laws ......? 

OSSlNOs. 

Thou, thou pxeferre fcer lairs ? 

Thou fight her batdes, thou? I tell thee, boy^ 

The hand iriiich ferres its Country fliould be pure ! 

Ambidbn, {HBh lore. Tain lull of pMrcr 

Ravage diy head and heart! and would^dioubold ^ 

The jadgment-balaace widi an hand ftill red 

With royal blood I Would'ft thou daie fpeak a penance 

On guilty t^y (elf fo guilty ? Canft thou hope, 

Caftifewilltnifthertodiee? God forbid! 

Mad is that nadon, mad paft tjioi^ht of cure, 

Paift chains and dungeons, whips, fparc food^ and bBUBg^ 

Who yields the inunond man a patrioi^s name. 

And 
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And looks in private vice for public v:rtuct 
Thou play the patriot's part? Away ! Away f 
Who wunds his Country is the Wflrft o^ nior.ftcrs ; 
But good men only (hould prefume tofe^e her— 
Thy guilt once fccn ...... 

C^SARIO. 

And who Ihall fee that guilt ' , 

When wrapt in purple, and the world's eye dazzkd 
By die o^er-powering blaze a Crown emits?— 
What pilgrim, gazing on fome awful torrent, 
Thinks through what roads it pafs'd? Let golden fortune 
But fmile propitious on my daring crimes^ 
Arid ill my crimes are virtues ! — ^Mark this, father ! 
The world ne'er holds thofe guilty, who fucceed. [ExiU 
oRsiNO. [Alofje.l 

How (hall I aft ? — He faid, within t^sro nights!— 
Whate'er is done, mull be done fpon — Oh ! how. 
How (ball I thread this labyrinth ! How contrive 
To fave my King, yet not deftroy my fon ! 
The Princefs ?--Ha! Well thouglit !— It Ihall be fo. 
I 'II feek her, and Alfonfo's life preferved, 
At once (ball pay her kindnefs for my freedom. 
And buy my fon's full pardon !^— Yes, I '11 hafte. 
And fnatch my fovereign froni this gulph of ruin, 
I, I the Atlas of his tottering throne— . 
ProfperoHS, I ihunned ; Unhappy, I forgive hin) ; 
He reigned, I fcorned his power— He finks, I '11 fave him. 

{Exit. 

END QF TH5 THJR0 ^CT. 

K^ ACT 
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SCENE I. 

j(lfntlrofc^s chamber. 

4MELR08A \tn white^roles^ and crowned witi flowers}^ 
l^JELLA [with a letferl. 

AMELROSA. 

JL I S ftrangc !-?f At this lat« hour Ir-rin armour fay^ft 
thou? 

' ' ESTELLA, 

In fable armour ; round \ii% neck was flung 
A bugle-horn.— In courteous guife he praye4 me 
Give you this note unfeen. 

AMELIIOSA. 

Ui^fe^n ?-r-How 's this? [Reading] 

*' One, not unknown, requefts an immediate audience 
^^ on matters moft important : Princefs, delay not, as yovi 
^* value your father's life." 
Not figned ? — r My father's life ! EftcUa, fay, . 
Did he not tell his name ? 

IBSTELLA, 

He faid thisjewe] 
Would fpeak, whence came his letter. 



j AMELHOSA. 

Ha !— The ring 
I gave Orfino !— Quickly feck yon ftrangerj^ 



And 
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And cliarge him wait me at St. Juan^s Chapel 5 

For there to pafs the night in grateful prayer. 

E'en now I go — ^Fricna^ fpeed thee « [£jwV Eftella. 

AMELROSA. [/f/one,] 

Doubt and terror 

My father's life ? — And yet, for fuch a father 
What need I fear ? Heaven will defend its own. 
And wings of feraphs fliield that King from harm, 
Whofe proudcft title is—*' His People's Father,*' 
Whofe deareft treafure is his people's love ! [JEv//. 

S C E N E 11. > 

St» Juan's cloificrs by moon-light'^On che Jide a Gothis 

chapeL ^ ■ ^" 

ORSINO. \^Al9ne in black armour,'] 

Yes, this muft be the plate— Eftella named 
St* Juan's fhrine, and fure 'tis for the Princefs 
Yon altar flames— Oh ! hallowed vaults, how often 
Ye ring with prayers, which granted would deftroy 
The fools who form them * ! Virgins there requefl: 
Their charms may fire the heart of fome gay rake. 
Who proves a wedded curfe— There wives aflc children^ 
And, when they have them, find their vices fuch 
They mourn their birth — ^The fpendthrift begs {!ymc 

kinfman 
May die, and vows that Heaven (hall fliare the fpoU— 
While the young foldier prays his fword ere long. 

♦ Vide Juveaal. Satire lo. • 

' May 
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May bluQi vith blop4> (^nd with whpfe bIoo4 he c^ves 

not,) 
Sw,earing, if fa his arm may purchafe glory, 
He*ll pay its price, a thoufand human hearts. 
And all thefe mad, thefe impious vows are uftered 
With chaunt of cloiftered maids, and fwell of organs— 
As could our earthly fongs charm Him, who hears 
Seraphs and cherubs wake their harps divine, 
While the blcft planets, hymning in their orbits. 
Pour forth fuch tones, as reached they mortal ears, 
Man would go mad for very ecilafy !— 
Well, well ! Such forms arc good to force example 
On purblind eyes : But prayer from earth abftra£ted. 
Breathed in no ear but Heaven's ♦ ; when lips are filent^ 
But the heart fpeaks full loudly ; thanks the mufic, 
Man's foul the cenfer, and pure thoughts the incenfc 
Kindling with grace celeftijil : That 's the worfliip, 
Which fuits Him beft who, pad all prayer and praife, 
Efteems one grateful tear, one neart-drawn bleiling. 
Which, thanking God, declares that Man is happy. 
—Ha ] Gleams of torches gild yon diftant aifle ! 

Enter Fatter BAZih. 

BAZfL. 

Stranger, what dofi: thou here, where now to oficr 
Gifts at yon ferine for wondrous favour fliown her. 

The Princefs haftcns ? — See flie comes : retire ! 

«» ,. 

* St. Matthew, c, vi, y, j^ { " Whe» tho^ jpr^ye&t enter ^nto thy do- 

fet, and when thou haft Ihut thy door, pray to thy Father which is in fc* 

cret; and thy Father which feeth in feciret^ail inward thee openly." 

3 ORSINO. 
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ORSINO. 

Your pardon^ reverend father ! I obey. lExit Orfino. 

'jfl ptstefian enieff i>f- Nuns nnd Friars witb United tapers'^ 
then fdl&w AueLRQSAi ^stelItAi iKh> and Ladteiy 

'I thank ye, holy friends l-^^-No^jr leave lae herci 
Where I muft watch the livelong night, and feed 
Yoo facred lamp^s, telling each hour my beads, 
And pouring thanks to Heaven and good St. Juan. 
Till morn farewell— 

BAZIL. 

May angels guard thee, daughter, 
Pure as thy tlioughts, and join thee in thy prayers ! , 

ilMELROSA. [^/?«/.] 

He is not here— Oh ! How my bof<:»m throbs 
To know.thi3 fearful fecrct ! Sure he cannot . 

Have miffed the place ? 

AH 's dark again, and filent. 
Perhaps lifer ioiitagc faikd het, ^rid ihc, 's gone. 
If fo, what i^uft be dcme .^-^Nb, tio ! Afeadow 
^ Moves on the chapel pdccU I Tis furcly fhe, 

..AMHtJlOSA. ' * , 

: 'Hark !— Steps ! Orfino ? 

OKSINO. 
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OR8INO. 

He. 

• AMELROSA. ' . ^ ^ 

Oh! good Orfino, ' 

What brings thee here? Thofc words, ^* My father** life 1^ 
Like fpelts by witches^ breathed to raife the dead, . 
Filled my hearths circle with a crowd of phantoms. 
Doleful and Orange, which groan to be reieafed. 
Thy news ! thy news ! (3h, fpeak them in one word. 
And let aic know the «vorft ! 

ORSINO. 

Thy fears, tliough great, - . 

Are juftified by that I have to tell. 
Princefs, a plot is formed, and ripe for adion. 
To fpoil thy father of his throne and life. 

A ME t ROSA. 

My father ! my good father ? " ' 

ORSINO. 

What can goodnefs 
And moral duties 'gainft the affaults of pafTion } 
Thofe chains, e'en when they fecm than diamond faardetn 
Soften, calcine, and fall like duft away, * 
Touched by the burning finger of ambition* 

AMELROSA. 

This vile, vile world ! Oh ! is there one pn earth 
So loft to virtue, he would harm my father ! 

ORSINO. 

There is, and one moft favoured ! one who owns 
He long has lived neareft Alibnfo*8 hearty 
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His friend, his trufted feiend ! and yet this traitor^ 
This worft of traitors .... (fliame denies me utterance !/ 
This traitor, Princefs, is Orfmo's fon ! 

AMELROSA. 

Thy fon ? thy long loft fon ? 

ORSINO. 

Long loft, late found, 
Aiid better than found thus, if loft for ever ! 
Go, Princefs, go j prefenre your fire :— I lay 
Bound at my fovereign*s feet this precious viflin^— • 
Yet while you paint the fon*s offence, paint alfo 
His father's anguifli I Plead for him, dear lady. 
Oh ! plead for hjop^ and lave him ! fince I own, 
(Own it with fliamc) deaier than air of eye-fight 
I love, I dote upon C%faf io ! 

AMEtROSA. \iStariing.'] 
Whom ? 

ORSINO. 

Caefario is his name. 

AA4ELR0S^A. '^ 

'Ti9 not 1 'tU not ! 
Or, if it be, k means not tkat Csefario I 
Not my Caefario ! No, no, no ! . 

eftsiNQ. 
A foldifcr, * 

Who fays he fi^v^d thee on<;€ 



AMELROSA. 

Peace J death-bell, peace I 
Thou ring'ft the knell of all my joyS ! 

• '• ORWJfO.- 

What Bieaffl'ft thou ? 
What^&ddcn paflBon . . , . . 
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AMEtHOSA. 

Hear mc, wretched father ! 
This fon, now guilty thought, but guiltier far, 
(Who knows with what idolatry I dote on 
My father|^'and yet plots to tear him from me !) 
Is one, to buy whofe barbarous heart, I fpumed 
All the world prizes— fame, refpeflk, and empire 1 
Nay, rifqued my father's love ! This matt, this min ; . \\ 
He is ^ . . * Oh Heaven ! . . . My hufcand ! 

ORSIKO. [^Strikhg his forehead 2 

Slave!— Wreuh!— Fiend!- — 

And yet Orfino's ifon ! Alas ? Poor Prinecfs ! 

Gav^'ft thou him all, and rends he all from thcC ? 
Was he thy love, and would he be thy bane ? 
Has he thy heart, and ftabs it ? Now, all plagues 
Hell ever forged for daemons, light . * . 

AMELROSA. 

HoldJ hold! 
Oh ! curfe him not — No, fave him f Some Oiie comei . . . 
We (hall be marked • . . This way, and let us ftudy ; 
How we may refcue bell . . • . • 

ORSINO.. 

No I let him perifli ! • * 

Perifli, and feek the flames his guilt deferves : 
The fooner, 'tis the better ! 

■ AMELROSA. ' ' 

Silence, (ilence I • :' 

Dear friend, this way— be patient!— Oh ! Caefariov 
And coul(ift thpu have the heart to tortarc mine 1 * *^ 

l&ceum. . 
-i *' CJESARIQ * 
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♦ 

' CASARIO entH's muffled in his cloak* 

CJESARIO. 

Npt come yet ? ^Tis pad midnight, aiid 'twas here 
She bade me join her.— lia ! why flame yon lamps ? 
Should any loitering monk . . . No, no, 'tis vacant. 

And all as yet is fefe. Fate! let this hour 

Be mine, and with the reft do what thou wilt. 

I hear her I—To my work then !— Why this fliivering ? 

—.1 would fain fparc her. — If flie yields to reafon 

'Tis well ; if not She 's here. 

Enter ottilia. 

I find thee pu,n£lual ! 
Tis well for thee thou art fo ! By my life. 
If thou hadfl: failed me, I had fought the. King! 
Where is the pricft ?— On to the chapel ! - 

CSSARIQ. 

Stay, 
And hear* me ! for the hour is come, that weighs 
Our fates in the fame balance. Thus then briefly—— 
Thou art moft fair, in wit moft choice and fubtle ; 
In all rare talents ftill furpafling all; . 
And for thefe gifts, and thy long tried afFeftion, 
I feel, I owe thee much ! owe thee firm friendftiip. 
Eternal gratitude, faith,^ favour, love. 
And all things, fave my band 1 Except but this, 
(Which now I mud not give, nor couldft thou take) 
And aflc what etfe thou wilt ! 

OTTILIA. 

Moft gracious fir. 
For thy fair praife, and thefe fo liberal oficrs 
Of granting all, fave that which I would have, 

L 2 Accept 
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Accept my thanks; I '.ve heard thee ; now hear me* 
I'll be thy wife, or nothing ! 

CiESARIO,. 

Lady, lady, 
iTou know not what you afk 1 * 

OTTItlA. 

I know myfclf 
Worthy of what I afk, and know my power, 
Which you, it feems, forget — fs not rhy dowry 
Your life and crown ? Let me but fpeak one word. 
And ftraight your fancied throne becomes a fcaffold * 
No more, but to the chapel. 



If to move thee 


CJESARIO. 


Ought would avail- . . . 


. 


It cannot. 


OTTILIA." 


Once a king . . , . 


C£SARIO. 


I (hare thy throne. 


OTTILIA, 




C^SARIO. 


"Mid all Cattile's firft honours 


Make thou thy choice • 


• •. • • 


Tismade. 


OTTILIA. 




CiESAAlO. 


And ftill remaining 
My friend, my love • , 


• • 




OTTILIA. 


Thy wife ! thy wife ! or nothing 



CAS A RIO. 
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ClESAitlOi . 

Nay, then l/llcrufh thy frantic hopes at once : \ 

I 'm married.! » 

OTTlrtA. Starting*'] 

Whatf-^I hope thou doft but feign 5 

For thy fake hope it» fince, if true this marriage^ ^ 

Thou 'rt loft paafavirtg! 

C^SARIO. ' 

Nay, uhbend thy brow. 
Not ftamp, nor rave— the Princcfe is my wife^ 
And frowns unbind not whom the churfch hath bound. 
The javelin H thrown, and cannot be recalled 3-* 
Thine be the fecond prize, the firft is won, 
And all thy grief and tagc, that *tis another's. 
Will but torment thyfelf. — Be wife, be wife, 
And bear with patience what thou canft not cure. 

OTTILIA, 

I will not curfe !— No j I *11 not wafte in vapour 
The fire, which burns within me. What 1 itcli . .'• 
My deeds will tell thee beft. \GQingI\ 

CJESARlp. {^Oetaimng her,'] 
Ottilia, ftayj ' 

If yet one fpark of love remains • • . . 

otTlLlA. {Pqffionateiy.] 
Of love? 

Of love for thee ?—Mark me ! ere fets the fun 

My rival dies, and thou once more art free : 

But now fo deadly is the hate I bear thee, 

'Twill joy me lefs to fee thee mine^ than dead ! 

Thy blood ! thy blood ! /Tis for thy blood I thirft. 

And it fliall ftream.— FarewdL 

•• , CfflSARIO. 
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Go thcn» proud .wooian^ 

I brave thy rancour ^Ere thou gain'ft the palace, 

1 'U fpring the mine* 

OTTILIA. 

Indeed.? Now har^avvhile. 
Then die for fphe, thou bafe, thou baffled traitor! 
Six trufty flaves wait but my call to bind 
And bear thee to the King ! — Aye, rage, rage, rage ! 
For I '11 invent fuch tortures to difpatch thee. 
Such racks, fuch ttrhips, fuch baths of boiling fulphur. 
The damned iliall think their pains mere mirth and 

paftime, 
And envying furies own their (kill outdone^ 
I go to prove my words ! 

CJESARia. 

• 

Thou mud not leave me 



OTRTILIA. 

Worlds fliould not bribe my ftay 

CiBSARIO. 

Thou 'rt in ipy power • . - . • 

OTTILIA. 

Thy power ? Thy power ? I bra?e it ! I defy it, 
Scorn both thy power and thee ! . Unhand me, ruffian, 
I '11 nor be held — Within there ! Haften hither ! 
Antholiio ! Lopez !— ^Treafon ! Treafon ! 

CiESARlO. 

Nay then. 
This to thy heart— —[S/aiAw^ hen'] 

OTTILIA. 

Help, help! Oh ! vUe afiaffin ! 



Efitnt 
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Enter orsind. rffq^lly.'} 

ORSINO. 

What clamours Hold ! You pafis not ! 

C^SARIO- 

Give me way, 
Or^lfethyHfc 

ORSINO. 

Ruffian, defend thine own ! [Exeufit fghfin^. 

OTTILIA. [Alone^ leaning againji a pillarJ] 

My Wood ftreara« faft! I *m wounded . .- dccpijr 
wounded ! ■ ■ 
My voice too fails: I cannot call for hcip. 

To hope for life were vain ; but for revenge 

Could I but reach the palace {^Advancing a fiw 

Jiepsy then Jinking on the ground^'] 'Twill not be! -. 
I fiiint ! Ohj Heaven ! 

Enter AMELROSA. 
AMELROSA. 

' All 's hu(hed again ! How fearful 
After thofe flirieks appears the midnight calm f 
— Orfino ?— Speak ! Orfino ? — ^No one anfwers. 
What can this mean I 

OTTILIA. • ' 

Fainter and fainter ftill ! 

And no one conies ! — 

AMELROSA, ' 

Hark! *Twas a groan ! whence came it? iSeetng 
Ottilia.] Stranger, look up ! . \ 

9TTItIA« 
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OTTILIA. 

A voice ! Oh! blefled found ! 
^Vhoc'cr thou art, mark well my dying words ; .^ 
A villain's hand ...... I 'm wounded 

AMELROSA. 

Gracious Heaven! 
Oh ! let me fly for aid ^ 

OTTILFA. 

AU aid were vain. 
Stay ! Mark ! Revenge \^[Taktng a paper from ier bcfom.1 
This paper . . . take it • . . bear it 
Swift to the Royal Tower -^lo(c'npt a moment-^ 
Infift to fee the King— ^-take no denial. 
For 'tis of moft dear in^port. 

AMSLROSA. 

. Sore ! It muft be ... ? 
Ottilia! 

OTTILIA. [Starting up wildly\\ 

Heaven, who fpeaks I ' Tis (he herfelf ! 
My vidlim, 'tis my vi£lim !— -Doft thou live then ? 

Haft thou cfcaped Spare me> thou God of mcr6y! 

Oh ! fparc me this one crime ! 

AMELROSA. 

What means this paflion ? 
How wild flie eyes me ! How (be grafps my hand ! 

OTTILIA. 

Anfwer, and blefs me! Say thou didft not drink it\ 
Say Inis did not . . . While 1 fpeak, the blood 
Fades from thy cheek ! Thine eyes clofe ! Dying pangs 
Diftort thy features ! Pangs like thofe which fhortencd 

♦ His 
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Hts life, whofc angry ghoft, grim, fierce, and ghaftly, ^ 

Comes gliding yonder ! See his livid finger y 

Points to the poifoned cup! He frowns and threatens ! *'-/ 

Pray for me, angel ! Pray for me ! I dare not ! u^ ' 

AMELROSA. 

Alas ! poor wretch ! 

OTTILIA. 

Help ! help ! The fpedre grafps me, 
And folds me to his bread, where the worm feeds I 
He tears my heart (Irmgsl-^Now he finks, he finks, 
And finking grafps me ftill ! and drags me down with 

him, 
A thoufand fathom deep ! —Oh ! loft ! loft I loft. [Dies. 

AMELROSA. 

She 's gone ! — Sure earth affords no fighi m»re 
awful, 

Than when a finner dies She named the King 1 

Perhaps this writing. , ... By yon favouring lamp 

I '11 find its meaning. [Afcendin^ the chapel Jieps. • 

Enter orsino. 

ORSINO. 

Aided by the nrght , 

The villain has efcaped me. [Seeirig Amelrofa, who, nvhih 
' reading by the lamp fufpended in the chapeUporch^ exprejfes the 
moft violent agitation."] Princefs !-*Ha ! 
Why thus alarmed ?— [Amelrofa gives him the paper in 
fttence, with a look of agonyj] This paper ?— -Heaven, 
what's this? IReading.^ 

. — ' '* My King, Carfario plots your deftruftion :— A 

M " mine 
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^< mine is formed in t^e Claudian vaults, beneatk the 
*' Rcyal Tower, and which the confpirators mean to 
*^ fpring this night. This warning will enable you to 
*' defeat their purpofe : Accept it as an atoniement for 
** the crimes of the dying Guzman. The mine is appoint*^ 
*^ ed to be fprung, when the clock ftrikes one." — 

\Thf lett^ falls from his hand. 

AMELROSA. [Rujhingfrom the chapel in dejpair."] 

One } One !~'Tis that already !— Oh ! He 's loR t 
My father's loft !— Ere we can reach his chamber. 
Twill fink in flames ! 

ORSINO. 

That muft be tried-^Say, Princcfs, 
How may I gain admittance %o the King, 
Nor meet delay ? 

AMELROSA. 
This fignet . . . [Giving a ring.J 

ORSINO* 

'Tis enough. / 

Know you the Claudian vaults ? 

AMEI.ROSA- 

I do. 

ORSINO. 

Away then ! 
Reach them with fpeed ! cling round Caefario, kneel. 
Weep, threaten, foothe, implore ! to roufc his feeling* 
Ufe every art ; at leaft delay his purpofe, 
Till thou (halt hear this bugle found •, that fignal 
Shall fpcak Alfonfo fafe. — Farewell. 

AMELROSA^ 
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AMELROSA. 

Oh! Heaven! 
Qh 1 dreadful hour ! 

ORSINO. 

Take heart : if time allows me, 
I '11 fave thy father : if too late . • . 

AMELROSA. 

Then, then, 
What then wilt do ? 

ORSINO. 

What r Plunge into the flames, 
And pcrifli with my King ! — Away ! away I 

[Exeunt fever ally. 

SCENE III. 

A cavern. : 

Enter MELCHioR ivith ahmp^ as from an inner cavern. 

MELCHIOR. 

Hufh 1 — ^No, he comes not ! Sure *tis near the 4lPP* 
A light 1 -^ Who 's there ? — Hcnriquez ? 

Enter umiKKlVEz^ lighted by hvcio. 
HENRIQJJEZ. 

Aye, the fame, 

MELCHIOR. 

Now, Lucio, where 's thy lord ? • 

LUCIO. 

He charged me tell you. 
He would not fail at one. /^ 

M 2 MELCHIOR. 
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MELCHIOL. 

The reft wait yonder. 
Gomez, Sebaftian, Marcos^ none afe wanting; 
Our Chief alone is abfent. 

HENRIQUEZ. 

He 11 not tarry. 
Lead to the inner vault, I '11 wait him there. ' lExeunt. 

Enter amelkosa. 

AMELR08A. 

Thofe gleams of light .... I mud be near the place. 
— Voices ! — ril on !-^0h ! Heaven ! I can no further. 
• * —.1 faint!— I die ! — ^Catching at a fragment of the cave^ 
i^y agaififl which fbe leans as Jiupefied*-^A paufe^-'^The bell 
I flrikes One.] 
Hark ! the bell gives the fignal 1 

Oh ! for a moment's ftrcngth ..... Hold, murderers, 
hold ! [Rufbes sf. 

S C E N E IV. 

^ [The inner ca vern^ partially lighted with lamps. In the 
I middle^folding'doors guarded with iron-bars. '•^Ott one fde 
O^V-^ 'V a rough hewn flaircqfe leading to a [mall door above,} 

GOMEZ, MA7.COS, Und Confpirators y difcovered in lift- 
eniitg attitudes. 

GOMEZ. 

'Tis ftrange ! the time is paft .... andy et not here ? 

MARCOS. 

Henriquez too is abfcnt. 

GOMEZ. 
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GOMEZ. . 

Steps approach. iKnocking at the folding-door. "^ 
Who knocks i 

HENRIQUEZ. {TVithout.'] 



A friend. 




The pafs word. 


MARCOS. 


Empire ! 


HINRIQUEZ, 


Open. 


GOMEZ. 



[Marcos unbars the dfiorJ] 

^ HENRjQpEz, MELCHioR, and LVCIO, enter ^through the 

folding'doorsy which Marcos again clofes. 

GoMEZ. 

Friends, welcome! Mclchior, is thy work complete f 

MELCHIOR. 

Complete, and fit for fpringing— Nought is wanting— 
The train is laid \ onb fpark, and all is done. ^ . 

Our Chief alone .... 

GOMEZ. ^/^^^ 

The private door unlocks ! 

~^ HENRI<yJEZ. 

Caefario only has the key. 

MELCHIOR. 

Tishe! 
[cmKY^iodefcendstheJlaircafeJiviftly; his looks are nmld \ I (1^<A: 
his hairjlowsloofcy apd he grafps a bloody dagger •'^ ^ ^r^ 

AIL 
Welcome, Caefario, welcome ! 

CiBSARIO. 
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CJESARIO. 

AjCy fliout, fliout, 
And kneeling greet your blood-anointed king. 
This fteel his fceptre ! Tremble, dwarfs in guilt. 
And own your m after ! Thou art proof, Henriquez, 
yQainft pity \ I once faw thee ftab in battle 
A page who clafped thy knees : And Melchior there 
Made quick work with a brother whom he hated. 
But what did / this night ? Hear, hear, and reverence ! 
There was a breaft, on which my head had refted 
A thouTand times i abreaft, which loved me fondly. 
As Heaven loves martyred faints ; and yet this bread 
I ftabbed, knayes> ftabbcd it to the heart ! Wine ! wine 

there ! 
For my foul 's joyous 1 [Gomez brings agobletJ\ 

HENRI<iUEZ. 

Friend, what means this pbrenfy ? 
What haft thou done ? Where is Ottilia ? 

C2SARI0. [^Dajbing down the goblet ^^ 
> Dead! 
A VDead, Marquis ! — At that word how the vault rings, 
•S^And the ground fliakes ! It (hall not Ihake my purpofc. 
Murder and J are grown fsimiliar, friends ; 
The affaffin's trade is fweet ! Pve tafted blood, , 
Aftd thirft for more ! Say, is the mine 

MELCHIOR. 

All 's ready— 

CJESARIO. 

Who fires the train ? 
HENRIQUEZ, MELCHIOR. and all the Confpirfltors. 
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CJESARIO. 

Oh ! cheerful cry ! 
Oh ! glorious flrife for guilt ! Let each man throw 
His dagger in my cafque ; be hU the fervice, 
Whofe fteel I draw. 

HENRIQUEZ. 

*Tis mine—— ^ 

C^.SARIO. [To Lucio.] 
Thy torch, boy ! [Giving it to Henriquez.] Take it. 
Here lies thy way— -fpeed, fpeed, and let yon Vaults^ 
Shivering in fragments, tell my raviflied ear 

Alfonfo dies ! Away ! away ! lOn his throwing open 

' the folding doors y Amelrofa is difcovered*\ 

AMELROSA. ^ 

Forbear! 

JUL 

ThePrincefs! 

AMELROSA. 

No ! no Princefs 5 ^tis a daughter, 
Fierce through defpair, frantic with fear and anguifli* 
Hear me, ye dread unknown ! Yon flinty man 
Ne*er knew a father's care, and knows not now 
What 'tis to lovey what 'tis to lofe a father ! 
But ye (if e'er a parent's hand hath dried 
Your infant tears ; if e'er your eyes have ftreamcd 
To fee him weep, knowing your hand but fcarred 
Gave him more pain, than his own healrt torn piece- 
meal.) 
Oh ! fpare my father ! Bid thofe hours revive 
Which filial love once blefs'd ; recall youth's feelings. 
And by thofe feelings learn to pity mine. 
Spare, fpare my father \ 

4 CASARIO. 
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CAS ARio. [Struggling to conceal his confufion.'] 
Spare him ? Sure thou rav*ft ! 
What fcais my gentle loVe ? 

AMELROSA. 

I'm not thy love ! 
Not gentle ! Strange defpair has changed my nature ; 
Steeled my foft bofom, braced my woman's nerves. 
And brought me here, prepared and proud to perifli. 
If my heart's blood may favc my fire's from dreaming* 
The favage tigrefs guards her new-born young 
With tendered, ficrceft care } the tfmorous fwallow. 
If robber *hands approach her brood, defends it 
With eagle-fury j and what brutes will do 
To guard their offspring, bom perhaps that day, 
Shall / not do for one, to whom I owe 
Full twenty years of love ? — Caefario, mark mc, 
For by Heaven's Hoft, no power fliall move my purpofe : 
Or thou muft fave my fire, or nrurder me. 

HEMRiqUBZ. 

What muft be done i 

MELCHIOB. 

Time preffes ! 

ciESARio. [Recovering from hisJlupor»1 
Fire the train ! 

AMELROSA. 

Unterpoftng between the inner vault jwrfHenriquez.] - 
He (hall not! 

CASARIO. 

♦ Amelrofa \ 

AMELROSA. 

No ! he (ball not ! 
Back, ruffian, back I and throw that torch away, 

Which 
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Which burns to light my father^^ funeral pile : 
Here I '11 defy thy rage, thus check thy malice, 
Thus h^x thy road, and^ if thcru needs wilt pafs, 
Make thee a way by trampling on my corfe ! 
Iftimotelfel 

CjSSARIO. 

» Nay^ )tbie,n I '11 ufc my power. 
And, as thy hulband, npw command thee 

AMIU.ROSA.. 

Thou? 
Man, thou ci^nft not command me ! 

C#SARIO. 

Art thou not 
My wife? 

AMELROSA. 

I am } but ere I was a wife, 
I was a daughter, was a fubje<9: j nay, * 
Am ftill a Princefs, and as fuch command 
Theei traitor ! thee 1 and bid thee turn from evil. 
[STcHenriquez.]— Away ! You pafsnot ! 

CJBSARIO. 

Force her from the door ! 

AMELROSA. [Clinging to a column,^ , 
Oh t for the Hebrew's ftrength to (hake yon vaults, 
And crufh thefe traitors and myfelf ! 

MELCHIQR. 

In vain 
You ftrugglc. 

AMBLROSA. 

Cut my hands off-! ftab me I kill me ! 

[X^O'fi^^^ /5^r away , ] 

N C^SARIO. 



. { 
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CJESARTO. 

I Henriquez, to your work ! 

[Henriquez enters the vault,'} 

AMELROSA. 

Oh ! barbarous men ! 
Where (hall I turn .... Caefario, dear C^efario ! 
Once thou w^t kind ..... Aid, aid my prayers, ye 

angels. 
And force this cruel man to favc at once 
My hufband's honour, and my father's life I 
Turn not away ! Look on me ! fee my tears, 
And pity me ! Friend ! hufband \ lover 1 all 
That makes life dear, I charge you ! I implore you . . .^. 

HENRiquEZ. [^Returning from the vault*'] 
The train is fired. 

AMELROSA. [Pq/hlng herfelf on the earth.] 
Barbarians ! -Fiends ! Diftraftion ! 
Fall, fall, ye vaults, and crufti me ! 
\^J bugle horn founds^ Amelrofa Jlarts from the ground.J 
Hark, the fignal !... . 
He lives ! he lives ! [Kneeling and clafping her hands.] 
Oh, Heaven ! my thanks 

C-ffiSARIO. 

^Tis done! 

V~ ^ [STA^ mine blows up with a loud epcplojiony and the i(icl part \ 

"^ . \ of the vaulf burfts intojlames^ 
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ACT F. 

S C E N E L 

The interior of Oriino's /hermitage. 
Alfonfo is difcovered Jleeping. > 
Enter ORSINO and RICARDO. 

ORSINO. 

\^OME they in force ? 

RICARDO. 

At leaft five thoufand ftrong, 
But ftronger far in loyalty than numbers. 
Scarce heard my tale, clamours of rage and pity 
Burft from the crowd, and every peafant fwore 
He 'd perifh or preferve that fov^reign's rights. 
Who ufed them ever for the poor man^s good.' 

ORSINO. 

Honeft Ricardo ! When to ferve thy King 
I judged thee trucft of the true^ I erred not. 
The lords to whom I fent thee, what reception 
Found^ft thou from them ? - 

RICARDO. 

Such as almoft wopld prove. 
Ingratitude is nottlit vice of Courts : 
But when I faid, Orfino was to head them. 
Their zeal, their joy .... 

ORSINO. 

No more.— Are they at hand ? 

N 2 RICARDO. 
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I 

RICARDO. 

An hour will bring them here. 

ORSINO. 

We '11 then towards Burgos, 
And ere the fwarth Caftilian fees the fun 
Pour on his ripening vines meridian beams* 
. Caefario's royal dream (hall clofe for ever ! 
'•^[Looking on Alfonfo.]— -He fleeps !— Oh ! come) all ye 

who envy monarchs. 
Look on yon bed of leaves^, and thank Heaven's kind* 

nefs ! . 

Which faved ye from the forrows of a throne. . • 

RICARDO. 

My dear, my injured mafter ! 

ORSINO. 

Go, Ricardo, 
• Watch for our friends j and when from yonder rdcfc 
Thou fee'ft their forces, warn me. [Eitit Ricardo. 

ORSINO. [To Alfonfc] 

Canft thou flcep, 
And fleep thus foundly on fo rude a pallet? 
There's many aprincc(whofe couch is ftrownwith rofes,) 
Finds their fyveet leaves but ferve to harbour afpics : 
There's many a conqueror ftretched on down, who pafles 
The live-long night to woo repofe in vain. 
And view with caching, reftlefs, fated eyeS| 
The trophies which nod round his ctimfon bed. 
But fraud, ambition, treachery, plots, arid murder. 
In vain would banifh his repofe, who fleeps 
Watched by his profpering kingdom's anxious angel. 
And luU'd to flumber by his people's prayers. 
But fee !— He wakes l-^lLoivmrrg his vizor. 'I 

ALFONSO. 
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ALrONSO. IWaiing,] 
Do what thou wilt, Cxfario, 
But harm not my poor child ! — How now ! — Where 

ami? 
-—What place . • • . I fee it all !— Lo ! where he ftandj, 
Whofe well-timed warning fnatched me from the flames 
And led me hither. — Say, thou dread preferver, 
My fterious ftranp er, eafe a father's anguifh ; 
How fares it with my child ? What news from Burgos f 

ORSINO. 

Burgos believes thee dead ! Cxfario fills 
Thy vacant throne .... 

ALFONSO. 

I a(k not of my throne J 
' My child ! Oh ! fay,, my child . . . . ? 

ORSINO. 

Is fafe, is well. 
And hopes ere long to fee her lire once more 
Adorned with regal pomp, and lord of Burgos. 

ALFONSO. 

Alas ! vain hope I 

ORSINO, 

Not fo : thy faithful nobles. 
By me apprized, nowhafte to give thee fuccour : 
Ere night, Csefario falls 1 and, piercing his. 
Thy j uft revenge (hall print a mortal wound 
On his proud father's heart.* 

ALFONSO. 

His father's ? 

ORSINO. 

Aye! 
^ On 



* 
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On his, who paid thy love this morn with curfes. 
Spurning thy proffered fricndfliip— Know'ft thou not, 
Csefario is Orfino's fon ? 

ALFONSO. 

Juft heavens ! 
And does Orfino love him? 

ORSINO. 

Dearly, dearly ! 
Loves him to madnefs ! Loves him with like fury. 
As hates he thee ! — Oh ! Glorious field for vengeance ! 
Think, how 'twill writhe his haughty foul to hear, 
This fon, this darling, perifhed on the fcaffold, 
Branded; difgraced, a traitor, a foiled traitor ! 
Joy, joy, Alfonfo ! Ere 'tis nijght, thy wrath 
Shall gorge itfelf with blood. 

^ ALFONSO. 

Now bleflings on thee, 
Who giv'ft me more than all my foes can take ! 
Come, come, my friend! where are thefe troops ? Away ! 
Forward to Burgos! 

ORSiNo. [^Detaining iim.] 
Whither now ? 

ALFONSO. 

To Burgos! 
Down with the walls I Make once Caefario mine • 

ORSINO. 

And then ...,..? 

ALFONSO. 

I '11 feek his father, grafp his hand. 
And fay,—" This ftripling ftolc my darling daughter, 

"Betrayed 
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*^ Betrayed my confidence^ ufurp<^d my throne^ 
" Aimed at 'my life, and almod broke my heart : 
** But he 's Orfino^s fon ! Orfino loves him, 

" And all 's forgiven." [Orfino ktieelf^tahes the Kirrg*s 

handy and prejfes it to his iips.} — How now ? 

ORSINO. [Raiftng his vizor.^ 
All is forgiven ! 

ALFONSO. 

'Tis he !— Orfino's fein 

ORSINO. 

My pride is vanquifiied : 
My King !— — Thy hand, my King ! 

ALFONSO. 

My h'eart, my heart ! 
There find thy place, and never leave it more. 
Oh ! from my joy again to name thee friend. 
Judge of my grief to think thou wert my foe ! 
How could I doubt thee ? How commit an error 
So grofs •.....! 

ORSINO. 

No more ! E'en now thou pay 'ft its penance : 
In this long chain of prefent woes, that error 
(Which feems at firft fq light) was the firft link. 
It tore me frcto my fon : Elfc, reared by me, 
Formed in thy Court, and fchooled by my example. 
My fon muft fure have proved thy trued fubjeft. 
Oh ! Leani from this, how weighty is the charge, 
A monarch bears \ how nice a talk to guide 
His power aright, to guide it wrong how fatal ! 
If fubjefts fin, with them the crime remaiHs> 

With 
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With them the penance ; but when monarchs err. 
The mifchief fpreads fwift as their kingdom's rivers. 
Strong as their power^ and wide as their domains. 



Now, friend? 



Enter ricardo. 

ORSZN0« 



R^CARCO. 
From yonder height I caught diftinftly 
The gleam of arms. 

ORSItfO. 

*Tis well— Away, my fovereign. 
And join your troops ; then fliape your march tow^rrfs 

Burgos, 
Nor doubt the event, for who that loves His Country, 
To fave his King i^all fear to die himfelf ? 
None, fiirely none 1 The patriot-glow (hall catch 
From heart to heart throughout Caftile, as fwiftly 
A$ fparks of fire difperfe through fummer-for^ftsi 
Till all in care of thee forget themfelves. 
And every good man*sbofom bucklers thine T 
Forward, my King !«— Lead on ! . [Exeunt. 

SCENE IL 

A chamber in the palace. 
Enter henriqjcjez and melchior. 
MHtCHIOR. 

And t^e grave coupcil 
Fell blindfold in the foare ? 

3 HENRI<yJEZ» 
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HBNRI<y;£2. 

They could not fail, 
So wcjl Caefario fprcad it— With fuch ztt 
Hz told his tale, and in fuch glowing colours 
Painted Alfbnfo's wotth, and his fon's guilt, 
That all cried venjreancc on the Prince Don Pedro, . 
And bade Cxfario mount his forfeit throne. 

MELCHIO^. 

And. he, no doubt, <^y ed ? 

HENRIQUEZ^ 

In modeft guifc ^ 

IJc owned bis union with the Princcfs gave him 
Some rights, but vowed, fo heavy feeiped its weighty 
He feared to wear a Crown, fo prayed them fpare him i 
Till won by urgent prayc^r at length he yielded, 
And kindly deigned to be a King. 
MEX-CWIOR, 

U&.'sb!ere, » 

And Bazil with him* , 

Entn' CASARio, Pathir BAZIL, and AtUndantu 

CJBSARIO. \EnUring,\ 
Bid her reft afiured. 
Her King is her firft fubjed. But, good father. 
How bears her health this (hock? Say, Idoks Ibc paUj! 
/Does (he e'er name ...«••? 

BAZlt. 

SHcTbadc me lead thee hither. 
And claimed my promifc not to tell thee more 
1 11 warn her, thou art here. \Going.'\ 
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C.»SARI0. 

Say too, my h;»jt 
Shares every pang gf her*s ; that Crowns ar^ worthlcfs 
Bought with her tears ; that coHld. ij)y gray^fSj my bl<)<vi> 
Reftore Alfoi>fo^9 lifi^ 

BAZIt* 

Hold !— On that fubjca 
What thou wouidft tell her, will comebeft fro^.thise, . 

C£SAR10, 

Ha I—Mean f. he ...... No ! Sujfe had he, knqw.n mj. 

feciet, 
The monk had canted *gajinft the guilt of treafon^ 
Thundering out faint-like curfes !»— Vile, vile change* 
Which led the Princefs ...... Yet what fear Tnow % . 

She keeps my fecret : then (he loves me ftill, 

And, loving, muft forgive me— Hark ! I hear her.— — 

Now, all ye ppwers of bland perfuafion, (hcd 

Your honey on. my lips ! Come to my aid. 

Ye foft memorials of departed pleafiires. 

Kind words, fondilpoks,^ fweet tears, and melting killes I 

Sighs of compaflion, drown her anger's voice ! :, " . 

Smooth ye her frown, fmiles of. delight and loK J „ 

Make h^r but mine once more, and this daycrc^nfiina^^ 

Monarch of all my foul e'er wifhedfrom fa^e :,, 

Yes, in my wildeft dreams I afl;ed but this, 

" Love and Revenge ! A Throne and; Amclrpfe !'~, 

Retire! — 1 dr.^s^dton^cct her* 

^ ■ ^ ^ AMELEOSA. 
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▲My^Ronk *«i/^rir, ]^fr, ««/ feimWf w Fattier BAnt.^M 
ISTELLk, INI8, afid Ladies^ Jollonu fuapir^. ^ 

AMELROSA. 

Good Piither^ and one talk performedj I 'II meet 
1 hat hoiiT wtth joy which fcetns to guih To feat^ttL 
Leave me awhile : Anon, if time allows it, 
Wc *11 talk agaifl—— Farewell, my friends. 

. INI8. [Kneeling.l > . 
Oh! Prioccfs! • 

Oh! Royajviaimi 

AMBLROSA. 

Nay, be calm, my Inis. . . ^ 

Pafs a few years, and all had been as how, 
Perhaps tar worfe : receive this kifs of pardon, ,^ 

And give it bick in Heaven ! -^^--^'arcwell ! 

[ix>«/?/ EffcDa, 6*^. 

Manent ciftsARio dnd amelro^ji. 

CJESARld. 

How grief 
Has changed her! Ah! how' funk her eyes! fict 

cheeks 
How pale !-^8he comes !-^How (hall I fcear lier %ti^ 

guifli ! 

AMELkosA. ' 

Not to reproach, for that you fought a life, 
Which you well knew I prized above my own ; 
N<it>ft> complaiti, that tlHeh my heart tcpflfcd 
On yo« for liH its ebrthly joys, you. broke it, 
. . , : pa I feck 
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I feek you now : but with true 2eal I come 
-To warn theeVyea with tears implofe thee, turn i 

From thofe moft dangerous pathsj .which. now thoo 

tread'ft. 
Oh ! wake, my hufband ! Clofe thy guilty dream 5 ' 
Be juft, be good ! be what till now I thought thee ! « 
That when we part (as ere two «bours wc mufl) ' ■ < * 
We may not part for ever. 

CJESARIO. 

How to anfwer,. 
Or in what words excufe .•....! Could my beft blood 
Wafli out thy knowledge of my fault 

AMELROSA. 

My knowledge ? 
And fay, on earth w«< knew it ! Say^ thy crimd 
To eye of man were viewlefs as the. winds. 
And fecret as the laws which rule the dead : 
Could'ft hide it from thyfelf ? — ^Would not He know it^ 
Whofe knowledge more than all thou ought to dread^ 
His, who knows aH things ? — Oh ! ftiort-fighted mor^ 

tals! 
Oh 1 vain precautions ! Ob ! mis-judging fenfe ! I 

Man thinks his fecret fafe, for no car heard it I. / 
Man thinks his ad unknown, fox: no eyie faw it ! - 

£ut there was One above both faw and heard^ 
When neither car could hear, nor eye could fee.. 

CASAKIO. 

Tiiou lovely moralili ! — Oh ! take mc ! fchool me i : 
Mould thou my haet^ and make it like thine own* / 

AMBLEOS^ 



AMtLKoiA* 

' Ddft Aott fj^cak truth ? ' ^- 

CJtSARIO# .. 

Be that one a£l forgiven^ • 
And prove 

. . , AMKLROtA* . , 

• ' • ' .», 

Oh ! Thj* j^ttt light : A« yet thou *rt gujity 
In thought alone : My father lives ! 

Ihdeed ! 

AMEtnoSA. 

He ftarts!— He feigned l--Ohi for Heaven^a lovc^^ 
my hufband, > ,' 

Tnfle not now ! This hour is preeious, predoosl / r 
My foul is winged for Heaven, and (lays iu flight. 
In hopes of teaching thine the <way to follow : 
Let not its flay be vain ! Let niy tears win thee. 
And turn from vice : Repent i Be wife, be warned ^ 
For 'tis no idle voice that gives the waarning i 
I fpeak it from the grave ! 

'• * CJiSARXO^ 

The grave? \ 

AMBLROSA. 

What fcai^fl thou? * ' 
Why flmdder at a name ?-*-Oh 1 If thou needs 
Wilt tremble, tremble for thyifelf, not me. 
I die to live 5 thy dc^th niay be for ever 1 * - ' •' '^ 
Shoirt arb my ^^rigs'j thy fouVs may be cticrnal • 

. *T CA5ARIO. 



CASAKtO* 

IXe ?-*Die I— Eack vord . . .%ach look • . ««. . Dftad* 
ful fufpicions . • • . ^ • 
. But no I It cannot^ Ihall not tiel 

AMELibsA. 
It fliatl not ? . . . ^ 

Jks I Ve a foul, in one'lhortlidiir, Cxfario, 
l>u ibifl'UiiftlaftH beKi^^t^ 

Mean'ft thou*. •••*' -^ . 

AMBLRoisA. 

E^cnfoj I'mpoifofftdl 

* fcAsiWlo. - ^ 

Torture! Madnefs! 
WidiiA^ftife! --^ 

^ ■ ■ . . ■ - ' . ■• 

' ** " fciEislkrp.' ' 
Acfp/fcfh! liclp! flie Printcfs aiw! ; 
I '11 fpccdmyfellf . * . . . . J 

AMEtaosAt IDetaimng tim.1 
No, no, thou muft not leave me : 
My. hour of death is near, and thou muft fee it ; • •- , 

CJBSARIO* . „ r , . : - 

Diftraaipnl : -- , J, 

AMELROSA* 

. .; . . . •/ 

Muft obferve,|how cahn the tranfity : ^. X 

How light the ^jp^ia,' how free tteath's cup from totter^ j 
When virtue foothes, and hope exalts the foul. 

6 Vt^ 
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I've.feep'afiijncrdic;jPaft,ijig^tI^cIq^^ ^ 

Ottifia^s fids, and 'twas a fight orhorrorl / "^ * "* 
E^ch l}n}b, ejch ncrjrc i/ifas, wri^ljf d by .ftraiijjc .^on^^. 
vulfion^^ ' ' " ' ^ ' " 

Clenched were lier, tcc^,^ her eyc-balU fixed and glatn 

She foamed, flie. raved^ and hp |a^ Y9r({s wcii^^. 

curies 1 
But look^ taefario !--^QKD;diei.andtfijaiIe 1 

: . -l^is into Eftella^s ivw«^ 

cJESARio. [In dejpiir:^ ' ' '' ' 

My life !U.My IbtilT-^ < 3..I .,...'. : :. ' .;- 

AMELROSA. \J^Mj^ift VokeJ] 

But while one moment 's minqg , . . . .r-t 

By all thy vows of love, by thofc / breathed. - - > 
And never broke throi^ghjli^fj,j^jc?s^jno, never^ 
I charge thee, I conjure tJkjEi'. . v^* . 

Powers of m^c,,, •;; -^^^^^'^t^^/mm 
Ti^Uicnce this fo glorious blaze ? 

CAS^klOa . 

How her eyes fpaiijc^c!: .' ' 

•• AM£LIK)SA. -: : '.:■''■ I 

]^ook, friends^ () Look^ look SH-MfvOUtt^r^ m^^ <)ta4 
mother, : . . c ; 

Kk^ in new- youths ^nAtrigbtiiihftingi beauty h .: i: ; 
Sliefloau ^i^vt^y her.limbs aj:€»cjhA&cai^witb %lit> " ^ 
Her angel-head is wreathed with Ede^'i^rofcafe v..;;. .i 
Heaven's fplendoi^ratrwe^ajniiicii golden locks. 
While her Weft lips and radiant eye& pmm lyfiadiSet . ) 
Airs of delight and flcjpdsvof {d^cidegtgry ! 
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She moves!— Sh£ fmiicsl-^he lifu her Iiand!--She 

beckons! . 

^orfd, ifare thee well '—Mother, lead on 1— f follow f 

C^SARIO. [AloM.'] 
Mjr brain ! my brain !-rOh ! I ne'er knew till now. 
How wcU I loved W !-^---[i''«^<wi;i«^ *^r.] . 

. HE^RIQUBZ- 

Turn, Caeiario, tiyrn ! 
Wc^reloft ! Alfonfb lives j e'en flPwJt^f t^P^ 
Afiail our wall^ 

CJESAilli. ' ' 

Confufion ! Is all Hell 
Combined •• ,,•**• 

' J?«/^i* lilEtCHlOlt. 

MELCHIOR. . - .. , 

•^Betrayed, betrayed ! The^ gates are opened | 
The townfmcn join our foes-, I favir the King 
Firft in the fight .-.. • 

CiKSARIO. 

The King ?— My brain is burning $ . . 
I*U ceol it with his blooA—Forth, forth, my fword i 
Fofetfa, nor b^ flicaAcd tiU I return thee dyed 
With royal gore — Away ! 
iMfceuni Hcnriquez atid Mdchior ; Cspfario isfolhwifig^ 
when Kmt\to{zfmeh from mihm i hejlops^ anir^ 
* fnains mot'^nhfs.^ 

AMELROSA. \WiiiinJ\ 
Chi Mercfi mercy! 

eSlkdies! 

|SST)ULLA<. 
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ESTELM* [Within.'} 
Nay, hold her ! hold her down ! ' 

AMELROSA. [WithinA 

Oh!— Oh! ' ' 

[Solemn requiem chauntcd within.'] 
Peace to the parted faint ! Pure foul, farfewell ! '^ 
; [The fane cU/e^.y^ 

S C E NE III. ' 

Jjleld ofbattle^alarums — thunder and lightning. 
Soldiers crofo ihejlage Jlghtihg. '' /' 

Enter oRsrNo. 

ORSINO. 

Oh ! fliamc, (hamc, (hamc !— Sun, thou doft well to 
hide thee, 
Nor light Caflile*s difgrace.-^Oh ! I could tear • 
My flefli for i-age ! • . 

£nter ricardo. 

RICARDO* 

All 's loft V— the foe prevails 1 
What muft be done, Orfinoi 

ORSINO* 

Where's the King? 

RICARDO. 

Hefights^ftxIU 

DRBINO. 

Seek him! favehim! hid him fly, * 

Fly with allfpeed : thou know'ft ^ find hU courfer. 
Away 1- _ , 

, . ^ RICARDC), , 

General, thou 'rt wounded ! 

P . ORSINO. 



M8 ' AtfONSO: ActV. 

ORSINO. ^ 

'Tis no matter. 

RICARDO. 

Thou *lt bleed to death ..... 

OftSlMO. 

And iEI fli6tt!d, I care not : 
Thfc King, the King !<— Oh ! wafte no thought on me: 
The beft of fubjefis can but lofe one life. 
But thoufands periih- when a good King Ueeds. 
Nay, fpeed ! , 

RICARDO. X.^o6kiffg $ut.^ 

See ! fee ! Our troops .«...• 

.ORSINO. 

They fly, by Heaven ! 
Tiirn, turn, ye cowards ! 'Tis Orfino calls 1 
Follow, flaves, follow me, and die, or conq^uer ! 
[Soldiers enUr purfued by Henriquez, i^e. Qlrfino raUies 
tbeH^ and drives Henriquez backJ\ 

S C E N E IV. ' 

Before the walls of Burgos^^The florm eontiHUis* ^ 
Enter ciBSARip. 

CiESARIO. 

Shall I ne'er Qnd him ? Shall my mother's fpirtt 
Still afk revenge in vain ? This flame, which burn 
My blood up, (hall it nc*erbe qucnch'd with his ? 
Tis he ! 'tis he 1 —I fee the high fJume waving 
0*cr his crowned helmet : — Thunders, ceafe,nor rob mft 
Of his expiring fliriek !-^Turn, turn, Alfonfo I [Exit. 
[Shouts rf'viBorj.'} " _ 

Enter 
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SMiers. • • 

HSfeNRiqUEZ. 

We triunip*, Melchior ! — Siec our trrifty fquadrons 
Range the field unoppof^. JBut where 's our chief? 

M^R,COS. 

How now 1 what clamour • . • • • 



MELCHIOR. 

Look,' Henriquez, lopk ! 
Cxfario and the King in (ingle combat ! 

HENRIQUEZ- 

They come this way !-«-Hark, with their ponderous 
blows 
How their (hields ring !— Caefario lofes ground ! 
Yield thee, Alfonfo ! ^^Inierpafing between Alfonfo and 
Cxfarioi who enter figbtitti% 

-^A, I-fiiy! Backj backJ '. 

N& arm but mine • . . • • 

'ALf^KSO, 

Caefario, paufei and hear mel 
What^8r<ih0avik«>«»».; ^ 

CiESARIO* 

'Thy life! 

Medina's dukedom. 
And Amelrofa .....* 

gjBS^Rio. 
. Flames cflmfoffl^ tb« toQg4w, . 
Thsit names her ! Thou haft rent my w^uad %Mm$ 

f Z Recalling 



1C(8 ' ALFONSO^. ' Adx V. 

I^ccal|ing -what iiraaminc, but is no longer I -. 
Look to thy heart, for, if my fword can reach it, 
Thou dieft !— Come onl^lTheyJight ; Alfonfo /o/er 
rhuftvftrdf and is beaten on his knees,"] 

' ' C^SARIO. 

Thou'rt mine ! — and thus • . • . . 

[At the moment that he motions to Jlah Alfonfo, Orfino, 
without his helmet^ deadly pale^ and bleeding t^^fHfih^ 
rujbes in^ and arrfjts his arm^ 

. ORSINO. . 

Hold! hold!* . ., , 

CJESARIO* 

My father bleeding ! Horror! • , 

Does that pain thee ? - ,v.: ,. 
Oh ! by this blood, (a father's bl(|pl, the fame 
Which fills thy veins, and f^cds tl^y life) I chargcjtjiec. 
Shed not thy King's. .:. . . .. . - 

(^i^SARIO. 

Father, thy prayers are vain ! • , : ..: .i / "* 
He broke my mother's h^art! his owq muft bleed fot't! 
Releafe my arm I 

ORSJNO. V' . " . 

My fon, I ki{s thy feet : 

* Should Mr. Harris execute his prefent intention of producing 
this Tragedy at Covent-Gafden Theatre, the remainder of this Ad 
will be omitted, and a new cataftraphe fubftituted, better calculated 
lot^fefrefenlaitoiU'' "' '- . .. i ' . .^ . 

'/' ''-■" - Thjr 
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Ti^by father kncds^ let him nqtknecl i^vain, 

■ Nay, if thou ftin'ft, my dcadlieft curfc . . ♦ • ♦ -- 

/Twill grieve me, : » ' -.., . ,, : 

But yet e'en that I '11 brave :~Gurfe.« ftiU I Ul ft^ikc I 

Komore! 

ovsiiko* 

Can nought appeafe thee • • • • r? 

• CiBSARIO. 

Nothing I nothing! 

ALFONSO. 

Nayi ceafe^ Qrfino : 'tis in vain • • « • < 

CiBSARIO. 

True, true ! 
This to thy heart. 

^ . ORSIKO. 

Oh ! yetf arreft thy fword ! ^ 

Myfon..... . .'* ' 

CiESARlO. 

He dies! - - — "■ ' ' v-i - 

One.word! Birt onieJ > ,r , , 

CiBSARIO. » 

Difpatph^th^ ! , 

ORSINO. 

Swear, ere: you ,^rike-^hc^blpw,r if ftifl ypui' pow«r 
Anfwers your will, ^s np5K it docs, th^ }^^g. 
Has not an hour to live ! . _c, 

CJSSARIO. ' * 

An hour? — An age ! 
Thrones (hall not buy that hour.— By Hell, I {wt$r, 
Alfonfo brejithcs his Ifift, ;i( Jate allpwj foc 
To live one moment more ! 



«-■"■" 



"Vm ALFONTSbt A6rV. 

TkendicAkmomfent. ' * • ' » '^ .. " — 

If J heart ! my heart !— Oh ! oh !' ' ' * '-•. • * C» 

What haft thou done ? i - 

Preferred Caftile in thee I ^ .i;:!... f. 
Hew him to pieces f, . « . . 

HENRIQUEZ. 

Manfter^ thyfon. .... , 

ORSINO* , . . 

He was (o ; yet I flew him. 
Think ye» I loved him not ?,.^0h J If e^wreiii the l^lopd ^ 
My breaft now pours, giYes me not 'half fuch piiii , , 
As that which ftains this poniard : yet I flew him, 
I, I his father '!~And as I with him, ,;^ . ^ 

&>, traitors, fhall ymr Fttlier^feal with ye^ 
TToiir Father who frowns yondCTi^tJ^«iih*:>-«ii^ I 

Hefpeaks! * ^'-^ 
The avenger fpeaks, and ftretches from ijKe "clooas '"^ 
His red right-arjWi— :5eei feel ^is javelins fly, 
AnTly 'io ft'i^'you'dfe^d !^^^ ;' 

Down, reb^ls;'^d6wn!^i'temWe,''*e^e^^^^ ttgmWl 
Fall at your fovereign*s feet, andTiie ^tt grkce! ' " '' - 
{Tbi Confpiratorsjtnh ^n their In^ehl 

Oh ! Soul of Hbttour !--Ohti ' tiny fcily ^f^nheai^t ! 
Orfino ! Friend !-.-^ * ^"' "' 
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OJISINO. 

No more !— Thy hand !— Farewell. 
Life ebbs apace — Oh ! lay me by noy fon. 
That I may blcfs him, ere I die — Pale, pale ! 
Nor^armsj»f } r-H^ fen& I'-^Not 4ne cosMXt¥t flmk I - 
Not one lad lingering breath on thcrfb w^i^lips ! \1 " .r 
All gone! All, all ! — So fair, fo young ! to die 
Wa# h«rd» mc^rlnaa l Canft tl»3ti lor^#d iStif faditt', 5. 
Canft thoui my boy? He loved- thee d«iii^y^ <kifirl|% ;' . I 
And would to fave thy life have died himfeif, 
ISioagli lie had racHer fu diee ^ekd t}JangtA%«-'' ^^ ; 
My fand runs fall. — ^Oh 1 I am fick at foul ! - - 

I 'H breathe my laft figh on my fon's cold lips, . ^^ 

Chfy i£s de&X'bahki in ihih^ and la^ iliy htmi^ ^ ' ^ 
Ciofe to hi^ gaping wound, thaTll'lhaf bt^iHt * i 

*Gainft his dear breaft* — My eyes grow faint and ctooJkidL 
tfeJtf thy laeeh^ wore, niy'koy, butftill 
Feclthybbod trickle i— Oh I that paiig, Aat^paag! * * 
^Tis done— Air«4»tk i— My foa^ (i*y fon, ii>x fop ! 
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